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PREFACE. 



The following little pieces were the 
•ffasions of the moment, written for 
the purpose of amusing a vacant, and 
oftentimes a melancholy hour! and 
should it be their good fortune, in the 
least degree, to interest the public^ to 
which they are now offered^ a farther 
happiness will smile upon their intro- 
duction. 
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'TIS LIKE. 

I 

There is a smUe on eorrow's cheeky 

Will but a moment stay; 
*Ti9 like the younger light of morn, 

Just shines'-then dies away. 

n'is like the Aspen's quivering leaf, 

That Zephyrs love to kiss ; 
T^ow seems to feel the touch of grief, — 

^'ow that of melting bliss ! 

'Tis like the harp's sweet heavenly sound 

When floating on the ear ; 
.Inspiring hope, and love, and joy,—* 

Then trembles in a tear ! 

'Tis like the mellow-tinted sky, 

At close of summer day ; 
Or like a plaintive mcl .dy. 

Just breathes — then dies away. 
a3 
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COME LET US BIND. 

Come, let us bind sweet fancy's wreath, 
Around the weary head of care ; 

That smiles again may deck the face, 
Which once with blooming hope was fair 

Thus — cheer the heart where sorrow long 
Has dwelt, with all its gloomy train 

Of saddening 111;:, that feast on life, 
And every happy thought restrain ! — 

Now, now we bird sweet fancy'* wreath, 
Around the weary head of care ; 

And smiles and joys, and loves, dispel 
The dark-ey'd spirit of despair \ — 



THE TEAR OF GRATITUDE. 

O, THOU BRIGHT GEM I that dost SO fair adorn 
The countenance, much 1 love to see thee, 
Lingering in the eye, in all the lustre 
Of a feeling heart, respJendeut: — 
But lovelier far to me dost thou appear, 
When by the pleasing tumult of the breast 
O'erpowor'd, thou ieav'st, ihea brighter sparkUo^, 
Thy beauteous sphere, and unto virtue 
Sacred, drop'st-— a sweet jkxmoeial ! 



POETje EFFUSIONS. 

0, TOUCH ONCE MORE. 

O \ touch once more the love-ton'd lyre, 
And sing to me that plaintive strain, 

DTluMe tplrit seotbes my every care. 
And makes me love thee o'er again. 

O ! touch once more the love-ton'd lyre — 
There is of heaven something in it ; 

And, dear Eliza, let me catch 
The glowing, cbasten'd, rapturous minute ! 

O! touch once more the love-ton'd lyre; 

It breaths — I hear that plaintive strain^ 
'Whose spirit sooths my every care. 

And makef me love thee o'er again. 



CONUNDRUM. 

I guard the breast from foes without. 
Ami guard it, too, from foes within ;. 

My nature's never known to change, 
And who obey me, life shall win. 

I nise the soul from earth to heaven, 
Well purified from low desires; 

Hius looie the bends to folly given. 
And warm the breast with holy fires !. 
a4 
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8 POETIC EFFUSIONS. 

APOSTROPHE TO SOLITUDE. 

Blest solitude, thou lovely, pensive m^id ! 

To thee my heart would tender homage pay ; 

For when, with many a painful care oppress'd, 

I fain would seek relief, — then dear to me, 

As is the smile of zephyr breathing mora, 

Thy genial influence I 

O, then, what happier sentiment awakes, 

Soft, as some heavenly air, my ravish'd saul. 

To all the flow of kindlier, sweeter thought I 

Blest solitude f— 

I love thy sacred haunts, where thou delight'st, 

peaceful to stray; long cdnsecrate 

To calm reflection's heaven-inspiring hour ! 

"Where, nor the voice of ceaseless mirth is heardj 

T^or the profane their footsteps dare intrude ! 

O, come, accept my vows ; — sure, without thee, 

X«ife would become a charmless, tiresome day ! 



COWPER. 

€k>wper, thou moral ohristkin bardt 

Though oft thy poesy is hard ; — 

Tet, are thy sti'ains of noble, manly cast, 

And e^er, while viKue^s cause endures, shall \k$t* 

I love them much—- they touch upon the heart 

And truth e^d wisdom's fairest words imparts 



POETIC EFFUSieNB. § 



YE SELFISH SOULS. 

' I would not know, — ye selfish souls. 
The miserable joys ye prize ; 
For, in your cold, unfeeling hearts, 
A waste of social pleasure lies f 



I would not know — for all the wealtfii 
That e'er your griping hands have gaioM, 

The luxuries which wealth affords, 
And let a child of want be pain'd ! 



I would not know — ^for aTl the goodV 
That e'er ye fancy to enjoy. 

Tour watchful traffic with distress-* 
This cruel, wicked, cursM employ ! 



Bat, I would know the tear that flows . 

For sake of poor hiimaniiy ; 
Th^ heart that feels another's woes, 

And beams with Swbbtbit paARiTj I 
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BLEST IS THE MAN. 

Blest 18 tbe man, with heart sincere, 

Who shuns the {sinner's ways, 
Vor dares, where scoffers meet, appear; 
But would his God obey :-« 
N Like trees, that grow, 

"Where gentle rivers flow. 
His leaf shall never fade ! 
fiut smiling suns roll prosperous o'er his head ! 

Not so, with those of wicked mind, 
' Like chaff, they're driven with the wind; 
And lost to glory, righteousness and faith. 
The skies to them are ever clad in wrath ! 
Then, early seek thy God, 
And walk the heavenly road ; 
His saints he turely will defend. 
And to them numerous blessings send ! 



TO HIM WHO. 

< • 

To himyVho seeks his God, there is on earth 
A time of sacred joy, that antedates 
The blessedness of heaven ! lifting the soul 
Above the things of sense, and feeding it 
With pure, satisfying— immortal lots t 
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WHEN FULL ON HIGH. 

If hen foil on high, 
The 'mournful cry, 
Of captive Zion rose, — 
Thr Almighty Lord, 
With powerful word, 
Releas'd them from her foes ! 
'Twas like fair visons of the night. 
Or morning's soft and cheering light 1*^ 



O ! then did we, 
Rejoicingly, 
Our happy voices raise ; — 
To sacred mirth 
Our tongues gave birth. 
In liveliest songs of praise ! 
'Twas sweet to sing redeeming love, 
That did tow'rd us its blessings prove l 



With what surprise, 
Dtd heathen eyes 
Those wonderous actions view ;-* 
The Lord, they said. 
Hath now display'd 
His truth, and might for you ! 
Who's wrought for us most gracious tbiDgt'; 
And peace his sure salvation brings f 



12 POETIC EWFUfilOHa, 

Leese Of, agaSa, 
From captive-chaia, 
O, Lord ! Jiod guide our way ; 
Like streams that rise. 
Where southern skies 
Are cloth'd in loveliest array f 
Whilst all the M'orld, with full acclaimi^ 
Shall sing hosannas to thy naiae ! 



Cone, those, who sow, 
In tears of woe. 
And hearing precious seed, 
Shall reap with joy, 
[O, blest employ] 
A harvest rich indeed ! 
■ And— home with gladsome hearts shall bring 
The early promis'd sheaves of spring ! 



DR. JOHNSON. 

Thou mov'st in lofty, senetorial style, — 
And when thou shortest, wilt but gravely smile'; 
For, — all the virtues guide thy flowing pen, 
And wit 18 kiade assistant in their train I 
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For Had?8t Thou more or Lee?, 

Lord ! who will shew us any good ! 

1 bus weak aad foolish mortals cry, 
And struggle on, through various toil, 

1^ith dreams of obught but misery ! 

The morning san, that lovely shines. 
And beams its sweetest glories round, 

Brings no rejoicings to their breast ; — 
Still, stiil their murmuriogs abound! 

Kature, in all her beauties drest, 

To them, in vain, her grace displays ; 

For, wrong within, mild peace has flown, 
IVbilst error winds its devious maze! 

Unhappy wretch ! whoe'er thou art. 
Behold the good which heaven bestows, 

Nov let re|)ining8 fill thy soul : . 
^Perfection from disorder flows : 

And, had St thou more or less than seems, 

To thy ill-judging mind, so fair. 
Thou might'st be doomM to greater pain, 

Or, feel more bliss tban thou could'st bear! 

* In attis Providentice moio auoD ita inlerdam ap- 
partt. 
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16 POETIC EFFUSIONS. 

Now mark (hat lot reproach'd by thee ; 

Though meek, yet not despised ; 
Oft plac'd on breast of gentle swain, 

By him I*m ever prized ! 

And when my freshness fades away. 
Still, in remembranee, with htm stay ; 
For with this truth I fill his heart — 
That— 'tis most wise from pride to part 



THEN AH! TOO SURELY. 

And hast thou felt the wintery blast, 

When driving through the sky ; 
Then, ah, too surely hast thou felt 

Man's inhumanity ! 

And hast thou felt thy bosom pain'd. 

And found no comfort by ; 
Then, ah ! too surely hast thou felt 

Man's Inhumanity ! 

And hast thou felt the frown of friendi. 

When fled prosperity ; 
Then, ah, too surely hast thou felt 

Man's inhumanity ! 
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A MOTHER'S TEAK. 

When Panny watched her infant care, 
So truly to her bosom dear ; 

She kiss'd it oft — while drop'd a gem-^ 
It was a MoTHEa's Teab '. 



It sprang from richest, noblest feeling, 

To holy nature ti ue ; 
A little radiant Messenger, 

Ctaick from the heait that flew. 



And told a pleasure there surpassing 
Every joy of earth beside ; 

UnmixM with sordid, selfish passion—*' 
Purest love and reason's pride ! 



Woman ! thou hast a greater blisf 
Than heuven ou man bestows ; 

When, fondling with thy infant care, 
The tear maternal flows ! 



* 
\ 
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LINES 

thi seeing a Cupid designed and painted by Miss H, C? 
representing him as having bound the heart with a 
chain ; and then in the act of piercing it through witk 
his dart*. 

The little urchin not content— 

With adamantine chain to bind ; 
But e^er on love's sweet mischief bent, 

He tries to wound the mind ! 

Ah ! 'tis with winning roseate smiles. 
He well directs his treacherous art; 

And soon the bosom's peace beguiles. 
And triumphs o'er the heart I 

Lady I would'st thou never sigh, 

Turn from his love-beaming eye ; 

Catch not the smile, that lingers o'er 

His playful mouth — 'twill give thee to his pow^r 

Oaze not ! or else too soon thou'lt know. 

From him, the fatal bliss of woe ! 
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FOETIC EFFUSIONS. 19 

SONG. 

tN MANNER OF THE SCOTCH. 

How Sweet are the Days. 

fitow sweet are the days I have pass'd with my lote^ 
And how sweet to fond memory ever they'll prove: 
tVhen our bosoms first glow'd with affection's pure flame, ^ 
And friendship — 'twas known by a tenderer name ! 

Then— how the blest minutes fled su'iftly away, 

As by some murm'ring streamlet we len^tben'd our stay ; 

For, Anna was true, and her Rd^ar sincere, 

Ttms each to the other was all that is dear I 



CONUNDRUM. 

- Both old and young do feel my power, 
And take me to their happy arms ; 
Thb Biiiss— the sdla.ce of an hour, ' 
i '.v- No smile, like mine, the bosom warmik 
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Life, without roe's a mournful day, 
The heart is sad and weary ; 

My charms, like music, duve away, 
At once, all tho't that's dreary i 



2^ FOBTIC BFFVBieKS. 



THE PASSIONS. 

Passions most surely needful are — 

Grand stim'Ii of the mind ; 
For, without them, Hwould soon corrupt, 

As seas \f ithout the wind. 

Of them — ihe only evil come* 
From their unllcensM rule,— 

'Which the poor wretch to niis'iy dooms^ 
"Who's thus their wayward fool ! 

Be they indulged within the goal, 
That nature hath ordain'd, — 

They raise emotions in the soul. 
Which need not be restrnin'd: 

When, from them half the virtors ^o^ 

That on our life such good bestow. 




i> 



POETIC EFFUSIONS. 21 



Save like a shadow passed away^ or 
past that hasteth by. 

The rose, that bloorii'd on beauty's cheek, 

And charm'd the gazing eye, 
Bath> like a shadow, passM away, 
Or post that hatteth by ! 

Apd youth and age. that gave delight, 
4 Ard (krr<»w with promise liijib, 
Have, like a shadow, fjass'd away, 
Or post that hasteth by ! 

And many a hope, that cauoM the heant 

To beat rig;ht theerily. 
Hath. like a fshRtlow. pas»>*d away, 

Or post that hasteth by ! 

Then, wisdom let us seek to gain, 
A rich and noble prize ; 

FofTBfs shall with us e'er remains- 
Bright oflTspring of ih« skies ! 

b2 
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SO FADE THE WOKLD. 

80 Me the world ! — with all its charms* 

If thou, ray God, be neari 
Held in thine everlasting arms, 

Idy soul shall never ftar ! 

So fade the world ! — if in my breast- 
Doth pure religion reign ; 

This promises eternal rest, 
Kelief from every pain ! 

Bo fade th* world ! — if I be thine^ 

Je8U«), my Saviour, King ; 
And then, no more, sh&ll I repine 

For joys which earth caa bring ! 

60 fade the world !— ^a fairer scene 

Now breaks upon my sight ; 
TVheredouds, nor daiknej^s intervenCj 

But all's with glory bright ! 

So fade the world ! — to thee, my God, 

Be all my homage paid; 
Whilst heart-felt praises burst aloud^ 

I^ike holy incense spread \ 




4 
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DOST THOU STILli SEEK. 

I^ost thou stillse^ for happinesSf toiling, 
Porsue this eiu) of all thy lui^hty schemes ; 
And still this good thy eager grasp elude* 
Whilst aii2(iou8 tho't is wrinkling o'er thy brow? 
Come'then, be wise — forsake a treacherous w^rld; 
And draw ihy heart frona off its vanities! 
Kor let ambition wild, nor cursed pride. 
Thy breast usurp, but fix thy mind on heaven! 
»Then, thy dcMies shall all be purified ; * 

IS'or thine affections chain'd to time and sense, 
. Merc emptiness I — 

Then, Better hopes thy bosom shall inspire ; 
And borne, on Faith's immortal pinions, rise, 
Where joys'eternal brehk upon thy view : 
*Tig THIS will heighten all thy comforts here 5 
And love, to God supreme, thy soul fehall fiU, 
And all within be-rPEACB ! 



b3 
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TO WOMAN. 

Mach has been said and sun^ about thee, • 
Told of all thy witching cfkarm^ ; ^ 

And he's unwise who lives without thee, 
ShuDS the HOME within thy arms. 

Tliou art of life the sweetest blessing, 
Friend, companion, bliss of man ;. 

And when ills around him pressing, 
Anxious^ e'er some good to plan : 

Forgetting thine own ease and pleasure, 

Wearied not in deeds of worth ; 
Thy dear ffeart's rich, noble treasure 

Shines in heavenly beauty forth I 

Who would not love thee, generous ci%ature» 

Fairest work of nature's God ? 
Love and grace in every feature, 

Making earth more blest abode ! 
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VISIONS OF YOUTH. 

*Tiaon8 of y out a ! where have ye fled, 
f That brighteiTd up my early morning ; 
< That wreathM your glories 'round my head. 
And ev'ry soeoe of life adorning ? 

« 
ITe us'd to cheat me into bliss, s - 

With raptures dwelling ob to*morrow I 

▲ndnow ye've left me only this— 

The sad reality of sorrow ! — 

Ah ! age hath drove ye all away. 

Long since, with sober, wise reflect i«ni, 

Kor would let ye fondly stay, . 
And steal upon the mind's aflfectioni. 

O, eorae again, and cheer my heart — 
I'll love ye, sweet deceivers, ever ; 
Ne'er will I let ye *gain depart, 

No, NO ; N BVEB ! O, BO ; NBVBB I 
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BENEVOLENCE. 

Daogbter of heaven thy smiling, angel form 
Can charm our reason and our bosoms warm ; 
Can lift our souls 'b«ve the dull scenes of entfa^ 
And t# the purest nobleit joys give birth. 

O hold thy reign in every human breast, 
l%ed thy sweet mercies on the sad, oppres'd } 
And may thy spirit every heart engage, 
From lisping infants to the hoary sage. 

Tei ; from thy hand ^n numerous blessings flow ^ 
9 Tis thine to mitigate the pangs of woe : 
l^ith brigbt'ning hopes siiffuse the tearful eye. 
Repress the mournful, ever wasting ngh \ 

Daughter of heaven ! t)iy smiling, angel form 
Can charm our reason and our bosoms warm ; 
Can lift th^ soul 'hove the dull scenes of earthy 
4ad ttt the purest, noblest joys give birth f 
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And darest thou yet despise. 



YaiQ man ! and darest thou yet despise 

The suppliant fatherless ; 
Kor hearken to the widow's cries, 

When piecing for redress ? 

Behold her tears which bitter Sow, 
'Cause of th' oppressor's power ; 
And tell of her deep rooted woe, 
' And gloom each passing hour ! 

Say— «t this seene art thou unmovM, 
Nor pity touch thy breaU ; 

Then go and herd thee with the brute. 
Nor dream thou canst be blest ! 

There is Ayehobr of the poor, 

The widow, fatherless ; 
Whose mercy ever shall endure, 

And guard them in distress ! 
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LIKE DAVID. 



When mighty sorrows o'er us roll, 

Swe«»p all our joJ» away ; 
Like David let the pious soul 

Strike up the solemn lay ! 

fing of the goodness of the Lor^ 

His mercies, holineHS ; 
Bow saints shall reap the great reward,^ 

Enjoying endless peace ! 



I 
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That in the realms of light ahove, 
A BLESSED Satiouk reigns, 

Who feels for all his creatures lovc^^i 
Compassionates their paias ! 

Who would not that a soul should di% 
tl'erwhelm'd with wretched fears ^ 

For every want he will Mipply, 
And wipe away all tears ! 

Ohey — 'tis all that heaven require»^ 

The work of holy faith ; 
Then , while the soul to God aspircj^ 

Dreads no impending wratk ! 




FOBTIO ■FVOIIOKR M 



PRAISE YE T&E LOED. 

Pnifle ye the Lord ! great King of kings !— 
Whose bounteous love saWatioa brings ; 
Who movM with pjty for our race, 
Sheds on the world hit pardoning grace L 

Praiie ye the Lord ! with loud acclaim ! 
Whose glorious deeds of mighty fame, 
The nations fill with reverent awt 
To pay obedience to his law / 

Praise ye the Lord / with cheerful voice i 
Who bids his creatures to rejoice ; 
Since thro' his son, to man he% given 
The holy joys — the bliss of heaven / 
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HOW SAY YE. 

• 

How say ye to my Bpul, 
Ah / like a timerous dove, 

To yonder mountain flee, 
And from thy fears remove* 

For sure the Lord's my trust, 
My hope, my only stay ; 

And what, when he is near. 
Shall fright my soul away. 

Lo / do the wicked rise, 
And for a while prevail ; 

But — soon the righteous Lord 
Shall make their purpose &il. 

For from his holy throne-^ 
His watchful eyes behold 
' The wavward sons of men. 
And all their sins unfold. 

And, on them sore shall rain 
▲ dreadful storm of woes-^ 

The portion of their cup, 
Who dare to be his foes/ 

But those, who love the Lord, 
Shall ever dwell in peace. 

And all that's good and fair, 
Around them shall encreatei 




POETIC EFFUSIONS. 31 

WHO SEEK TO KNOW. 

Blest are the pure and undeiil'd 

In walk, before their God ; 
Who seek to know his big'i commands, 

Anfe cheerful hear his vrord :— 
Their homes shall ever peaceful be, 
I^or enter their Iniquity. 

The vine to them shall never fail, 

The olive all itn fatness yield ; 
"With rosy health each bieeze be fraught. 

And blessings spread the teeming field/ 
Hence— shall the righteous e'er rejoice. 
And praise the Lord with happy voice. 



BEHOLD. 

Behold / on yonder beetling height, 
Where a siiajestie oak hath grown,— 

Whkh firm withstood full many aetorm^. 
1 hat raging strove to cast it down / 

Just so, 'tis with the virtuous mind, 
W^hen adverse fortune's tempest lourSt 

And to o'erthrow it vengeful tries,— 
But vainly round its fury pours^ 
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AN OLD ACQUAINTAXCJE. 

I met him — 'twR8 near an oaken tree, ^here, 
Many a lime, in jocund youth, we've p^ay'd,, 
And sweet reposM us.ironi the noontide heat, 
'Neath its embowering shade : — but time had chaog'^ 
The scene, and, in its silent lapse, stole all 
Its former glories qnite away / > 1 was here ;— 
As with retortive mind, we dwelt on days 
Long past, the quickenM heart did seein too fuH 
For utterance ; and memory e'en did make 
Us younp again— the while, in other'f fond 
j^brace, each was eolock'd / 



ADDISON. 

So chaste thy language, flowing, easy, plain ; 

So rich thy Bioral, sentimental vein ; 

Vhat he. who head and heart would Wish t'imprcTl*, *' 

Should give thee all hi<i love, * 

Aod read thy leeioas o^er and o'er again. 
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*♦ TEMPERANGE. . 

Come, Temperance, thou blithesome, healthfu' maid ,* 
O, lang to thee mi' truest vuws be paid ; 
I loo' ihee^eel, thou canst sic joys impart, 
And play sae sweetly 'round my canty heart. 

Thy bonnie cheeks do ilka grace display, 
Jluddy as morn that smiles upon the brae ; 
The bloom of heal is thine, and nae sic charms. 
Can only find in wauton beauty's arms. 

A wreath of glory binds thy temples 'rcund, 
And happinei^s alane wi' thee is found; 
Full mony a blesfiing flaws frae thy dear hand, 
"Whilk can rejoice^our hapless, dowie land. 

"Wha slight thee, then, ah / dinna ken their good, 
O'er ills that fester life maun daftly brood ; 
Fell wretchedness Fair fash them at the last, 
And peac« o' mind be shaken wi' its blast. 

>fae love, nae joy hence shall their bosoms know, 
To virtue aliens thro' the Wi.rld they go ; 
Despis'd, forgotten in the time o' need, 
A life o' vice — of infamy they lead / 

Come, temperance, thou blithesome, healthfu' maid / 
O, lang to thee mi' truest vows be paid ; 
Syne for a' thae, who truly loo' thy ways. 
Thou hast io store ^aith hooors-^lqngtb o' days! 
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LINES 

gV6G£8TSD BT THF CrTTIPlG DOWN OF AN OLm 
OBCA.YE0 APPLE-TKKE. 

» 

"Well ! thou bast lived to good old age, 

And oft**!! borne most pleasant fruit;. 
But now— thy body's old. (I« cay'd, 

The axe is laid unto thy root \^ 

« 

^UPt 90 it fares with wretched man, 
Who to the world hath useful been ; 

Id age, despised and f:>rlorn, 
No farther profit in him se^n I , 

And, thou'st beheld, too. by thv pide, 
Full many a sapling bloom awhile; 

And -^very care on it bostow'd ; 
Which but deceived us with a smile t 

'I'rue emblem of the human race ! — 

Tho* yet to merit quite unknown, 
*The youth is favor'd and caress'd, 

And worthy age oft left to moan! 
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TO MY YOUNG FRIEND R. 

The rose is biooming on thy cheek, 

Now graceful waves thy dowing hair; 
But trust thou not fra<i iieauty^s bloom, 
See — virtue wears a form more fair I 

All ! time will steal the rose away, 
Will siietii thill thy flowing hair ; 

Then, trust thou not Trail Beauiy's bloom,'^ 
JN'orgive to it one moments care 4 ' 

liCt not tiiy heart seek earthly joys, — 
1 teil ihce friend these joys are vain ; 

And pleasures cup, tho' smiling, sweet. 
Contains the ^ick'nin^ duught of pain ! 

Then flee the world's poor sensual charmf, 

Ijive but to do thy duty here ; 
And bosom all thy hopes on heaven, 

Where no more dows the wretched tear ! 




?'^^ 
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TO THE FAIR. 

Yes, I've seen the blii.shiiig rose, 
In all the pride of beauty drest. 

Its mildest sweetest tints disclose, 
And fondly piac'd it on my breast. 

And too, I've seen this lovely flower-* 
Dear emblem of an artlests maid ; 

Struck by some dire unfiiendly power, 
Full lowly hang its beauteous head ! 

ISliza thus expos'd thy youth ! 

Beware of false and cruel man ; 
He'll praise thy innocence and truth, 

Whilst eurs'd destruction is — his plan ! 



EMULATION OF CHILDREN. 

See emulation swell their little minds. 

Whilst innocence is smi\ing o'er the scene ; 

Tis love of this in social bonds, which binds 
The human race, and doth to virtue lean. 
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I 



IMPROMPTU, 

%ir BSiVO ASKED) WBBTBXB MBBB BBAITTT 09 FBI^ 
SOB WBltB BOT AlkL THAT IS BBaUISITB TO 
COBSTtTVTB THB LOVb TOB WOM AB f 

What ! shall a face then win my heart| 

Mere symmetry of form ; 
Stfch thrilling raptures this impart, 

With love my bosom warm ? 

As well might ocean billows heave, 

When not a wind did rise, 
As fancy thus my heart deceive, 

And fix my wandering eyes. 

No ; 'tis the beauty of the soul, 

That could my bosom fire ; 
Tbib would my tenderest tbot's •OBlr•l^ 

And love and truth inspire. 



^ 
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LINES TO 



O, thou eiiTenoa^d foe to peace, 
H^ben will thy cursed slander! ngs ceaae 

Their mildew-blasts to spread ? 
Thoii seem^st to know no other joy. 
Than reputation to annoy. 

And strike all hearts with dread / 

When thou doH this/ how wilt thou smil^, 
With hellish pleasure, all the while-— 

So speeds thy wretched art ;— 
For all that^s dear to honest fame 
Sure fills thy paltry soul with shame» 

And makes thy bosom smart / 

T7o moral worth e'er charms thy breast \. 
Its loveliness disturbs thy rest, 

And whets thy hatred keen ; 
Tes, thou would^st level all to thee—* 
To hide thine own deformity. 

And safely vent tby spleen !- 

Away ! nor show thy hideous fece^ 
VThere virtue ever had a place, ^ 

lliou reprobate to heaven ! 
For all that^s dear to honest fame. 
Sure filhthy paltry soul with shame,-^ 

By vilest passions driven ! 
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TO HONOR. 

I 

O, thou, name of dread import-^ 
Oft tbe coward's last resort; 
Oft the gplepdid wear of passion. 
Knaves and dunces keep in fashion I 
Treacherous charmer, thou, of reason, 
Rife with bloodshed, horror, treason 1- 
Oft the child of sentiment, 
Aud the Wear of good intent^ 
Then, the virtuou« fully know thee. 
And their best aiectionf owe theft^I 



BEWARE. 

Peware !-«^ho says he loves his God, 
And dares to do his neighbor wrong } 

^Tis all a foolish, vain pretence, 
A lie is dwelling on hib tongue J 

Por, God^s a God of charity, 

Or, not a mortal e^en could lives 

Then, who forsakes bvmahitt. 
Sure in that God oannot b«litve4 
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I WILL LOVE THEE, 

O ! come, my fair one, I will love thee, 
Lpve thee for thy thousand charms,*- 

Ifot of beauteous person only, 
But of heart, that ever thy dear bosom warm^ 

When prosperity spread 'round me 

All her .gifts, and cheerly smiPd, 
Thou didst make the scene more lovely. 

As every care thy converse sweet beguil'd. 

Yet, better still I've known thy worth, 
And well have learn'd thy faithful love, 

'While, smiling oft thro' sorrow's tears. 
Thou gently would'st my anxious tbot's reprov^ 

'Twas— when adversity's dark storm 

Came howling o'er n.y head, 
And swept along with dreadful blast. 

And low in ruins each fair and better prospect 
laid : 

O, then, my girl, I found thee dear; • 
And well I learn'd thy faithful love; 

Kind as of pitying angel friend, 
Who'd poioe with healings from the req Uns ^hov*. 



i 
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TELL 



TflIT me, ye gay and wanton throngs 
F«em whence ifr all your joy; * 

If torrow charmed with your song, 
Nor caret your thoCs employ ? 

When wayward fortune spreads her gloom, 

And thourand ills abound, 
What 1 can yoor cheeks still lovely bloom, 

Can peace within be found ? 

And too, when miseries, not your own, 

A woe^raught tale declare ; 
Can ye forget the wretched^g moaPi 

To fcenes of mirth repair? 

Be this your bliss, adieu f ye gay, 
• Eternal my adieu I 
V\\ go*-RsLiGioif leads the way. 
And better joys pursue ! 

From THIS the heart shall find relief, 

t»liall truest pleasures rise ; 
'TisTHi» will sooth the pang of grief,. 

And bear us— to the sklet! 
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r: 



SONG. 

m MANNER QF THE aCOTCB. 

' Twas in the Springtide. 

'Twas in tbe spri ngtide of tbe year, 
'Lone, in a sweet anil poplar grove, 

Strepbon indiiigM tbe rising tear. 
And plaiative, tbus, address'd bis love r 

O, Julia ! to this bosom dear^ 

Why wilt thou sbun thy lover so; 

E^er will thy heart so cold appear. 
So pleasM to give anotber woe I* 

It cbancM, fair Julia heard bis moan, 
And tbus to sooth ber lover's. pain-* 

She said, dear youth, 1 fondly own, 
Tbou in my heart dost selely reign ! 

Then Strepbon cried, now am t blest — 
To know thoii deign'st to call me thine ; 

And to his happy hosom prest 
His Julia, sa^^ing, thou art mine \ 



f 
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THE SMILE OF GLADNESS. 

O, I've seen the smile of gladness, 
Playful as the moon-light beam, 
0*er the face of oiiising sadness 
Cast a mild enchanting gleam :— - 
Soft and fair, 

Hope, on brightening wing, drew iiear>. 
Care beguiling— 
And the cup of joy was filing. 

But soon a wrathflil storm arose, 
]Menacing a thousand woes ; 
AVithered forms of care, unblest, 
Terrific, shook the trembling breast ! 

Then-7-I've sten this smile depart, 

Transient as a meteor-ray ; 
Xeave a gloom upon the heart. 

Like a long and cheerless 4»y* 



# 
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MY TEARS HAVE BEEN. 

While infidels deride rav faith, 
' And ask where is thy God ? 
Both day and night my tears have been-*- 

M.y eonsiant bitter food I 

But why, my sout, art thou cast down, 

Disquieted within? 
Hope thou in God ! his grace shall brin^. 

A sweet release from sin ! 

And, in his courts I yet shall raise 

My grateful-sounding voice ; 
Sing Halleliijah^g to H19 name, 

Who bade my soul rejoice ! 



AWAKE YE SLOTHFUL. 

Awake^ ye riothful, and arise,-— 
Behold your fields with weeds o'ermn; ' 

Go, to your work — ^so wisdom criei^ 
Nor leave your duty that undoae. 

Surely, ye cannot think to reap 

Fair sheaves, where ye have never sown : 
J^or pure a «d clean your conscience keep, 

While iloth urarpi the mental thiwie * 
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JBut Mark the Race ofMan^ 

The beasts with pleasure seek their kindi-<e 
J.n amicable bonds are joii.'df 
And act with truest social mind ; 
But mark the race of man — you'U €p4 
Dread sigus of his oppression / 

The little feather'd tribes, thai rise 
On airy wing, and ipount the skies, 
Are strongly to their own incIiftM ; 
But mark the race of map-^yoyMl find 
Dread signs of his oppression / 

The scaly 'habHants of the deep, 
"Which thro' the waves their courses sweep^ 
"With jay do ever meet their kind ; 
But mark the race of man-^you'!l find 
Dread signs of ^is oppression / 

K'en things inanimate seem to woo, 
With kindliest love, their species too^ 
As tho* to mutual aid inclin'd ; 
Uut mark the race of ro«in — youMl 5ad 
Pfead blgoi of his op][»res9|on; ^ 



I 
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^ot many wise men after the fleshy not 
many mighty , not many noble are called. 

And dost thou still, in secret sigh 

For this world's vaiulike store. 
Love its imposing ties? 

Haste to be wise, 

And learn, no more 
To give thy soul to vanity I 

Bo riehes, say, allure thy pride, 

And thy fond boson pain. 
With an:<Fiou8, pining caie ? 

Of this beware,— 

A wretched gain. 
When His the loss of every good beside ! 

Do honors cause thee to despise 

Thy poor and humble state ! 
While yet thou may^t awake, 

Thy dreams forsake, 

E^er thou too late, 
Op^nest to aobor truth thine eyes !^ 

For what is grandeur but a name, 

In all its glittering dress 
And train ; — a mere deceit, 

The splendid cheat 

Of happiness ; 
;f^Bd, oft Imt folly's miserable claim ! 




NOETIC SVFUBlOM«. 4^ 

*Kot many noble, rich and great, * 

Will sing redeeming love ; 
So fondly do they strive. 

For -sense to live, 

And boast their hate 

Of XAIKBB, PUBBR lOTS ABOV^ ! 



TO PEACE. 

ISmiling cherub of the skies, 
With thy radiance bless mine eyes ; 
Come, reside within ray breast, 
Hush my sorrows all to rest! 

Thou hast often heard my pleading, 
When my broken heart was bleeding ;«- 
Known the constant, bitter sighing. 
That my bosom's core was drying ! 

Boand me spread thy blissfnl treasured, 
Give my soul to soothing pleasures ; 
As, thy gentle spirit's calming, 
All that's fair of life embalming ! 



48 iPOETtC EfFMlON^t 

HiM WHO. 

llim, who in thy houn Of peac^^ 
^annly doth bU love express, 
Ab ! avoid— and let him ge, 
He'll leave thee in thy hours of woel 

Tes ; then he'll mock thy nlisery, 
As turn'd on tUee reproachful eye ; 
Confessing, that he feels, no more, 
The kindly beam of friendship's power. 

Thus have I known how poor man's heart) 
Begloiis'd with hypocritic art ;— 
How weak its Vows— and, ah ! how mean^ 
'When pride and 9el( forestall its spleen ! ^ 



lHo a Ladt/) who ttore a Dagger* 

l^H not enough, thou crael fair. 

To kill us with thine eye^ ; 
Oif, would ihy mercy sweetly spare 

What beauty's self denies? 

for, quicker vengeance swells thy breast, 

"Full well thy looks reveal ;. 
To fHit our heoitg, then, quite at rest, 

Thou't pierce them thro' with — Steel ! 
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1 HATE THE WRETCH. 

I hate the wretch ! whose ear is clos'il 

Against the orphan's ory ; 
If hose selfish soul, yet, never felt 

For other's uiisery I 
. "Wbo^ like the Levite, ever shuns 

His fellow in distress ; 
Tiior Gomes-^the good SamaritaB, 

His bleeding wounds to dress ! 

I hate the wretch ! with bosom cold, 

Who weighs his charity ; 
Sletes out, with sure exactest rule^ 

His poor humanity I 
Bat— I do love the feeling bea^l^ 

That quick affords relief; 
And joys, with holy extacy. 

To hush the tear of gri«f / 
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WHEN FIRST I SAW, 

When first I «aw my Fanny dear, 
Whatr^ures tbrUrd my brenst; 

Elysium kindled in her smile,— 
And 1 was Inily blest ! 

8ach grace adorn'd her lovely mien, 
Such langoage in her eye r~~ 

O, then 1 feJt my soul was hers. 
And breathed love's first «igh * 

She heard my love, received my vow,— 

Thus did her own reveal ^ 
When o'er my heart a joy did com^. 

As sweet as angels feel ! 



CONUNDRUM. 

There is a rich and lovely flower. 

First bloom'd in paradise ;— 
And dear unto the feeling heaft, 

And earth's best good it Is I 

It is a flower that love nnist warm, 
Befending it from every harm ; 
And then — 'twill bloom so sweet and (air, 
{tweU rewards man's ntmost carel 
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TO MISS 

WHO LlYSS SECLITDED FROM THE WOELD. 

Flora, the gem, whose glittering Miy 
Obscures the blaze of envious day^ 

And charms the wondering sight ;^ 
While in the mine^ unheeded lay, 

2<(or shone, Hill first it met the light ! 

So thus imminM — thy charms shall fade I. 
Nor can thy worth be there display'd, 

"Which seen, all must admire;— 
Just to thyself, then^ leave the shade, 

Appear, and every. bosom fire t 



BURNS. 

If ature's lov^(k hi]4, 
The !>luse»oot^ y being smilM/ 
And none, 1 wot 

Bave sung, with half so sweet a ttote^ 
Thet^uves of liasses, tender swains; 
And who such purity inspire ;r- 
For, thou hast madis th^ ear t^ admire^ 
^he h%art to feel thy straiot r 
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MAN'S ONLY HOPE, 

Go, March the world of vanities, 
Preain here and there thy comfort ii, 
Taste all its joys the most retin'd; 
Still, »ttll thouMt HnJ, 

Man's only hope it — Heafeh I 

Let shining gold allure thy sense, 
Plead th '.u the *EpictJRE's deptbnce,— ». • 
Tea, range through pleasures unconfinM; 
Still, still thoii'lt find, 

Maq's only hope is— Heavew ! 

Let rank and honors charm thy soul, 
Usurp oVr th«'e supreme control ; 
Awhile, though ihey may sooth the mind ; 
Still, still tbouMt find, 

Man's only hope is — Hbaten / 

Next, lord it o'er thy f How maiL, 
Pespising nature's equal plaa ; 
Be all of earth for thee combin'd, 
Still, still thnu'lt find, 

Man's eniy hope is^^HxAvsN \ 



«^ 



rOBTIC BFFVSIONa. &3 

TO A LADY, 

WHO WAS SPORTIVELT BINDING A WBEATH •* 
FLOWBES ROUNO A GENTIiEMAB^S HKAD. 

Hyra, forbear thy witching art, 

Nor kill poor Milo quite ; — 
Dost tliou not Ree how bad his heart, 

Wen while so gay his heaU^s bedight / 

l^urely, thou mark'st that mournful soiile. 

Which doth his inmost sout betray ; 
'Twi«n hope and fear it plays the while,. 

Sweet girl, forbear, away ! away I 

Thy gentle bow>m never knew 

T^ioflict a wanton cruel pain ; 
Then tell him,— O, Pll Uve thee top-- 

Or should I tell thee so,— Hwere vaia r 



STERNE. 

TboQ wit and hamourirt, still to nature trae,**^ 
Sure, virtue ne^er had cause to blush for you : 
Tbe rigid moralist may condemn thy pen. 
And say that thou too lax hast often been ! 
But what ef this / good feeling^s on thy side, 
And thighs thy noblest boast, thy glorious pride I 
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SEE'ST THOU THAT MAN, 

See'st tbou that man, unshakctn* finn, .. 

Amidst advergity; 
Still conscious of his inward worth. 

His own integrity. ^ 

He hears the storm, and feels its nge^ 
But not repiningly ; • 

To heaven still lifts his grateful eyei^ 
"Whose power mysteriously — 

Supports the virtuous in distress 

Saves in extremity ; 
/ As smiling, o'er the troubled scene; 
Conscieoce sits peacefully ! 

This is a sight which heaven doth Iove« 

Look on approvingly ; 
Ifhilst saints and angels hymn their joy 

For blest humanity I 
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PRAISE THE LORD. 

Twht Him!; ran aad mooB^ 

And every shining stec^ 
iPntke Hiu f an ye i<t!es^ 

And iiatioas frou a&c^ 

Vraiiie Him I every tbing^ 
In earth, in sea, and sky » 

HiM , the soTereiga Lord» 
Awfiil in majesty ^ 

Praise Him t aTf ye saints, 
Who blest surround bis tbzoB»$ 

liOitd Hosanaabs raise. 
To the E7BBNAI. OSS !: 



INTEMPERANCE. 

now fell destroyer of the baman race. 
Who Uv'st on misery and foul diagca(:e,— > 
9aek to thy drear, infernal, eorsM abode, 
iM4 mar no loore tim noblest work of Gn^ 
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A HIT 

^t the style of our would-be sentimen- 
tal Poetasters. 

Vve seen a cat, — at one small leap,— 

Spring pat upon a mouse ; 
And then I've seen this very cat, 

So happy look and crouse ! 

I've seen her, — ^next, 'tis sober truth. 
Her game, well pleas'd, lay down. 

While, ever and anon, she'd mew, 
The victory she had won ! 

I've seen her, — like that creature,' maoy 

Her victim torture sore ; 
Just let the mouse a little go,'-* 

Then catch it as before ! 

And T have seen, alas ! have seea 

Her fairly eat it up ; 
And then, that the poor mouse should 'scape,* 

'Twere passing bounds ot hope I ^^- 




iX SAY. 

Wbence, wbenee, O, amj, osr frequent lioasi'-* ^ 

That more of woriU are we, 
II shining gold our coffer's fill ^^ 

Unless our liearts be free — 

To aif! tbe ncedf and ilistress^ 

Forsaken by tbe world; 
IT bo pine in want 'mid caret severe. 

By adverse fortune btirlMt 

Ifby, witb nreb scora we oft lool^dowiK 

Upon our fellow -clay ? 
Poor feeble tenants of tbe dutl. 

Our lives, too, pass away ! 

Have we by nature more to elaiiy^ 

Is beaven unequal here ? 
Be still /—its ways are ever true, 

Tbougb dark sometimes apj^r t 

What ! if onr days move prosperous be^ 

Abounding bonont Aaw ! 
Can THIS wenre tbe boon of peaee^ 

Shut eut our bearts from woe ? 

Tbe time is near, and comeit will, 

Wbon viee wball bnve its due ; 
And lovely virtue, 9y, sball blocMP^ 
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LINES TO _. 

Yes ; I have seen the man you nam^d ; 

And ah ! how great and i^ittlv too; 
I would not be so douUly fain^d, 

For all the riches of Peru. 

Fortune, in frolic, ftlessM the dunce, 
Hhe on him rain'd a golden shower : 

^^ow, nearly all, who scornM him once, 
This less than sothisg do adore! 

• 

Pray, what's his head ? — an useless thing, 
"Where old, primeval chaos reigns; 

Scarce two ideas can he bring — 
But plainly shew a lack of brains !• 

Yet, he is current with the world. 
As coin juNt issued from the mint; 

And bearing folly's flag, unfurl'd. 
Like fools behold their glory in't! 

^Tis thus is made a common c:*use, 
Lest sense and merit should prei^atl; - 

For, duncef with dunce must shake his pa.ws, 
Or soon their every hold would fail. 

And what's his heart ? — 'tis poor and mean,**- 
No fellow feeling warms his breast ; 

iBut, at Religion's shrine he's seen. 
And SIKG8 and praises with the rest I 
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80 His he cheats the wondering throngs 
Which laud his sairtship to the skies ; 

A hypocrite the first among, 
Tho' ofteo hail'd with giadsoioe eyes ! 

For, (brtiioe haply hIessM the dunce, — 

She 00 him raio'd a golden shower ; 
Kow, nearly all, w|io scorn'U him once. 

This less than isothivo do adorc t 



A HINT. 

Ah ! with foul and slanderous tongue, 
Beware to do thy neighbor wrong ; 
Devils may feel as pure a joy, 
As those who character destroy ! 

Whose word are dark as shades of death, 
And wasting pestilence their breath I 
Whose bosoms only happineps 
Springs from the writhings of distress I. 



Ah ! with foul and slanderous tongue. 
Beware to do thy neighbor wrong; 
Remember, 'tis a crime so ha^, 
7o blot it out in depth of gnj&dl 
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. ;IS BWEETEB FAR. '. 



'To know a foir one rwres tor tkM--^ 
Fonte virtue's noblest panoply ; ' 

To ^a Jwr love, win her esteem, 
Is sweeter tu ^ban poets dream ! . 

' It eomes u^on the trembling hearty 
Like fairy hues of even ; 
Beyond the reach, the glare of art«-* - 

A charm that beams of htoven \ 

• * . . 

tt soothes the mlnd« embalms Uie soqIi 
With hopes most pure and holy ; 

An antidote to withering care— ^ 
A spell that keeps^from folly t - . 



ANNA'S TEAR. 

I saw it fall on Anna's cheek. 

And lingering there— awhile repose; 

In radiance mild, and softly bright, ' 
As dew drop on the lieauteous roie« 

''Twas dearer far than richest gem, 
That e'er with danling Instre «hone f 

It told a tme and feeling heart, 
And flow'd, sweet pity, all thine own f 
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' . • ' * . TO MA19 A. » ;' 
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-Tou ast( me, whence Eliza^s |;raci^, '' 
*i' Iks souJHdiinies ber bi!|^|il^us^ce: ^.'".^ 
r * * • . in ttll she says or does, 'Ais ^mis^— - . ... .' *'* 
• «- .* ^Spreads Vonnd iierso tiiuch tovelinesit 

. , * 'Ojfe smile.of hersappfpyiug given-**, 
. •• .• is Uke a beam/ ray from heaven.; 

J6> to^he Ormiit'tnost dfar supplies^- ^ 
, Sin«e V2f^tue uol v itiss the prize ! 
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.JfoMXTi!— if rightly use J thy powcr^ — ■' * • 

lidw mi^htest ihou mend the way ward, heart J •; / ,^ 
*ABdViieei>and blefj^the sooiai hour,, .* ' 

A "jj- ii^r- 'i»-» >.■ ''• 



* . As wisdom thy fan* iips imparl 

« •■ Thy frtfwn would aw© the libertiDe, , 
And check his fro ward, vicious w^yS ;' 
■. While thy sweet ynile, to virtue dde, 
"Would oft oppressed merit lahe I 
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^ , Come, friend^, and foes, / > 

j' Comdf altojgclher,— •' . r 

'Anif let us now be jolly ; '••»•! 

- Don't care, a fig.fM>vv party goes,. 
-And neUher min»l nor wind, nor weather. 
This surely would be foli^ ! ^ 

•' ' ' ^^ 

Bring, bring the cup 

Of sparkling- u^ne, all, 

, XiCt's soak our Claj/ most soundl^;-;^ 

^nd ne'er to British sway give up, • « 

Tho' ministers should whine, all, 

And rave away confouiidMly! 









V * 

■ 



r. 



Health to the man, 

■ 

Who sat at helm . , . 

Qf good Ship, Constitution;— ; 

When, savage yells from Albion raov ' . • 
Astounding thro' our friiihteh'd realm I , ' v 

And acte^ like a true son ! ' 

. And next, isv right, . i.- 

Let Orli-ans hear * . . 

Her Hcri) f.\ cr praised ;— 
" Hi^ vvariiJ*'' arm w.isdrpadln fight, 
Sav'«l many a wi(l«nv*- Ipht 
His country's giory raised .' 
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■• rf * * • 

' ■* ' * And now. — to all; .••»•. 

Each noble soul, . . • . 

,'\' *, For llJattle-deetU of glory, 
, ' May %bnprH thick as iiaHiitones fall, 
Their fame extend fn»ra pele to pole, 
. *» ^ 'And'ifever live in story I - ■ . : 

,-■•■., . • . ' 

* '* 'But stop — oftoe more, 
'^ •.»." J-et's fill the bowl ;— .' . 

, ' '• ■f'ull health to James Monroe too ; 
,**'" The mantle our old Pilot bore 

Doth now Inspire his jrallant souh * 

*■ He^s^eabty and he'* tkue too ! 

« 



• » 



; EPIGRAMATIC. 

w 
C 

> * - • 

'Tti'O amorous wight's sought* Fanny's hand, 
!♦* And cunstant woo'd the- fair; 
3^ilt oft^ ask'd, she did at length, - 
The favor'd one-declare. 

•■ Cries Ned, sure" now I'm turn'd adrift, 
: And wondering am at this: — , 

Says .Ti»e. in faith, 'tis not hi uj; strange. 
Because you sought a— miss ! 
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A ^SCBNE. 

- . . • 

That sipie (hsires, fond Jifppe»»naBnxioa8fflaK. ' .^ ^ 

' Inspire (be bM&Ht; of tow as w«ll as Hif3v; .^ "' /I. 

Clea»**froni the following incidrat appears, *« *, , : 
* AM will tke placa of argument cupply. 



.» • .. .„ „— .- 



1 





\ ■ 



* • 

■ *■ 



Safd Jack, unto his brother Whip the other' day/ 
V Why rise so early; tvhy to bed so late ; * 

Why suffer, cares to eat thv bluoni away, 
. While the dark hairs grow silvery on thy pate ? . ' ' -' 

.. • . ■ ' ■ . • /- 

. Then answered- DicK, with manliest fr^eling^ warm,"— ^ 
I.heed nor tempest, nop. the threat'ning storm; ^ 

!liar heatt nor cold, nor wet, nor dry, ' | ' . 

Butfullon^fory fix my k)ngiQg.eye! ' ■ - , 









*Ti9, 'tis for this I sacrifice my ease, 
■The newest ttylt ofdriwin^ h»rst rfwp/ay,— 
* ^ And every dear occasion seize— ' ; . 

To sheWthe world how I can dash away ! . ' *' ' 

Tf{ts^ this animates my^heart, ■ « . ' • 

* For. who would live without a Qam( ? • -**" 

Yla y^8, T live, — I live for feme* , .• 

« Then crack^l his whip, and omvard drove hit thunder^ • '' 
• • ing cart! *. V. . . ^ • 

# ■ * ' • 

^** . ^ -, . • -♦ - J . *• , • 

.. ■ • * ' .• ^'i « 

♦ ■ ■ -^ . . ♦ ■' • 

'• ■ . \* • • . #• • 
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•HYPOCRISY. 



« 1 



If there^s a crying sin, on earth,. 

Calls loud for punishment; 
*.'Tis that of dark hypocrjsy, 
' On others'* ruin bent ! * 



Say, dost thou mark that smoothed 'brow, 
'IJidfee smiles which s-eem of iieayen ; 

There's mischief lurking 'ueath their guise, 
Black asihe shades of 4i>-en ! ** 

t 

• Tbeyil lur^ the unsuspecting wretch, 
, Who falls within the r power ; 
>And on his poor devoted head 
A sure destructic^ pouf ! 
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*T5o doth the wiley serpent charm ■* 

' The luckless, feathery race, ' 
, • 'Which round their own destroyer play, 
'Till Idst in ttis embrace ! 
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fEtOOIPEDE; 



■ '.4 



^d Tom to IKck, the other da>% 
* At ibey stood gaxiil|; on the way ;— 

Whj, what is that-thert thing,— 

Tlipre ? 'tis strange I vow ; — ^ 
» j It feems two wheels with wo^)den springs 

Bamatihn \ nee Jt go ! 

Crie9 Dick, that's chUcc! Velocipede — ■» 

A creature without taU or hehil, 

l/kat wants \wr whip nor prick, — . 

There's nought to do-but on and kick^ , 

Away, lis gone full speed J — 

And will or stage or coach ontrunj 

In manner wooder^i, indeed ( ', 

As very often il lias don^. 

"Well ! well * but whtft is that aj;tride»— 

There— kicking so. and tries to ride? 

AYoundi* I how the thiug does part (or breath-r^ 

*Tis dying, sure, a shocking death / 

YfikSii I /^,— which l«oks— /Acre, ^tiflCu hrast ^ 
, Tif BOlhiivg but a-^Daody A»l 
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■< • • 

TO MISS — . \ 



r 

fidod Ij»rd^! .tby tonp;ue is ever on the clack, 
Like flbioing zealot at bis full devotion ; — 
And rigiit'Or wrongs it matt'^rs not a jot, 
f « For geose neVr put the pretty thing in motioa. 



a 



..^ IVe b^ard H go— when prudfenoe wndid have told the«, 
ThouMst bet!«r kept It close within thy teeth ; 
Then might^t thou've pau'd for quite a charming 
creature, 
Kor've stripped from folly's head her blighted wreath ! 

■ 

Bui no ! ibine everlasting love for talking 

XVould not permit thee wiftdom to pursue ; 

IThilp thy driead din of nonsense, ahvayi* pouring 

< On every ear, makes e'en thy friends look-^/ue .' 



THE MISER. 

r 
. lljp but^'^s^^® that tottering, care-worn wretch, 
M)f ranken eye«, and dark and farrow*d brow : 
• 8cte buw be hugs his hn^ uf shining du^t,— 

A^l. as his store, wiih trembling hands, he countf, 
' .ijllirk on' his pale, lank cheeks, that sonfid BiDiie> 
" ' IRhich tells ho)v p<w»r end pitiful his heart! 
Bow rfist of av viee has settled th^re, 
And oankn'd all Itf fecial, manly joyt/ 



* 1, 
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^8 POETIC 'EFFUBIONS. # , . 



gq; kc. 






Go, do tkei deed* of truth ^nd love,' ♦ 

So shall tliy t^Dseience thee approve ; ;* ^ . 
And thou, no more, shalt vainly toil— ^ , ' . 
To gain of peace the cheering smile. ' 






Bat, heaven thy days shall ever bless, - i . * 

Bright with the sqn' of 'righteousness; — ," , 

And, should ten thousand dangers come, I 

Round thee shall^never spread their gloom ! * 



For, right within— no fears shall. rise 
To fright thee with their wi etched guise ; 
The mind, undaunted, calm, serene, ■ . 
Still comfort finds in every scene f 
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WHEN REASON, SCRIPTUEB.*. 






4' 



* * 



And what is duty each one cries— 
What is the wisdam of the wise ; ' 
IjO ; is it here or there we find . . 
This PURIFIER of the mind? * ' 

1 ■ ' *^- 
Surely ! 'tis every* where we find, * '^y^- 

"When Reason, scripture wepurBue, . ' **•*• 

This purifier of t He mind— •* . . . • ,•' 

Is LOTS TO Gon^OUB HBIGHBOB TOO.] 




I 

* 

* i» - • 

* / * 
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* 1* • *! • * Noetic effusions. (Jt 

^ ■ ■ * 

. r.j\DDltEBSE0 TO MB. — . 

m * 

In Modo Cmisolationis. 






• ^1 



• ^VTh'at! tlie for love? 
• ' ' Top \)ad;by Jove ! ' 

• J, '^»dear! 'tis raelagcholy: 
■\ ]Be w<ge-r-f(')nil naa, . 
"4 . \our tears cestrain, 
' * . " And think no mcure of MoDy. ! 

■ ;■". '• . . 

:' - •* Zouqds! wllal i^she,— 
' Thai tbou shotrid'st flee 
^. , AW comfort for her sake, man ? 



• ♦ • 



•^ ♦ "' "• Faiih, turn your tack, 

*^*' '• ^0^ let your heart ne'er ache, man. 

•, V . 0,0^! fhe'8 faii^ 
, '•• *, I do dtclare, — / 

' .'And dearer too than Hfe, sir, 

. y\ And Fuie aip 1, — 
. * « .• Tliat Ishall die, 
•• • ..»rTL«g8 sh^pecomes'my tvife, fiir! 

1 • Tliiw, die! at onct, 

tN . ffhoii gillv dunce; ' ' 

J ' ' liOr'd ! what a pretty tkeme, O I 
\, .: • Thft Epitaph'— . . . 

. ^ • •, 1M1 write thee, calf, • 
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A BRIGHTER REGIQN. 






Lift, lift your thot's from this vain world; , • ; ^- - 



Where troubles hoarfy rise ; * , /• 



» ■ * 



For, sure beyo' d these mortal bounds, ' \* ^ ^ 
A Brighter Region lies ! , '- f i 

liift, lift your thot^s from this vain ivorld^ . •' 

Nor be a wiUing slave * '* ' ' • .^ * 

To vanities, which Hhrall the mind; ; 

And do the heart deprave ! , 

liift, lift your thot's from this vain world, * " "i« '• 
Nor seek its fleeting joys; ' •■• " * ;*^ 

The things of time aod senft are poor, ■ *« ■ *.\ * ■/ *i 
Mere bauble* — empty toys ! ' ' ^^ ^• 



Ml 



* ' .• 



Lift, lift your thot's from this vain world,.' * \^ % 
Secure a nobler prize ;— ' * ' ■'%•'•. 

For, »ure beyond thcAe mortal bound, 
A Brighter Region lies ! 
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. POETIO GFFUBIOKB. 



-v.. .;, THE BIBLE. 

} Xlj>Tbati BiJ&k of wcreJ Ircanire, . 

,<t'. ll^Bage! bvmonalBsn Reelected; 
{ -..IJonrMor*!! that'* tnii! of pleasure, 
^ • . All tbat'H^ood fnm hetven reflected. 

■ *. (Httlf trnthoaround URbeamiag — 

t, t PFotuthf radiant page diijne, 

'W^Re imr souIji frani earthly dreaming, 
* ' , Bear them''yond Ibii world's eanfiae. 

•, -.Filth iflth reason 'nfaite contending, 
~; fVaverin): 'iween hope and fear ; 

■ ' *Till, at length, tbe conOict ending, . 
*!. V I'ktii the gift— and smileteincera! 

, *•," Then, how Fweet flows on our.lMin|, 
By Almighty In-ve surrounded; 
; Thuti (he Uodt ot Ages teaing. 
Wiad ourliappiDeii unhounded ! 



<: 



72' POETIC Wt-UllOMB. .- > -^ ? * • ' 

LINES '"■ ' ■^■-i\;*' 
* •• • • ^ • . 

Oceasioned by tL cmisideralton ofthe}Muni^l 'Au tf^ 
the Veloeiptde^tffom qfi tnarweenwg purhiigl *cli^ 
tude J9r a hantling begat ^ suitiewhal in. iit punfyUce* 
ne$Sj called the 'Vftocimanij^ede I ^**« , •r 

Alas! is<tben.(h^proiniEe fled, ' ' * . , 

Low in ihe dust thy hon^p laid ? ^ *■ %*. • ■ • 
Full 8uon thy morning sun went,dow|i, * '**, ^ 
Vfeii erQ it reach'ji a spfen^d ooop ! * •; * « 
But long thy merits shall. 'surv^-e; \ '^ K 
Thou, ia thy 'inaii^ipetle, sivUI live,<^ ' « . ' 
.An offspring u'orthy of thy loins, \ w .' - 

/Whence »11 ihe parent's ^lory ^iliea—*^ « 
Ttee unhofrt ages yet shall prpise,, . ' '** ;.*' 
Bless thee iar Manipedian ddys;—^,* •'- * \' ' * 
' Give thus to each a deathless f]|^me, '. ' ,' «*••.' 
And spread atiar. thy mang^rel name I « *> 

O, Ijfiw immortal must we call ye,-^ . *; ^ ^ '■ 

Both child and parent spiung from folly,' V •* •.' 






CONUNDRUM. 

A 
■ 

1 

I am white, and I'm black, I aui l»rown and I'm grey, 

No colour but what 1 am ilros-M in ; 
And always a;n striving to hide from thnday, 

Though the day do I ever look best ia. • 




\ 
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* ^ • ■ i . 

• • - ■ . • 












: sInce feom. 



4. • 



» • 9koe, TfotB my cieaiies, O, Lord, 
^ TImw hrfst Tiiy" vcxdl^flou^ restored ; 
lO, may ibe grateful seng of {Praise, 
/ . Employ the remttaat of my days ! 






•• 



T Jaid, in th^ courts lay feet be leitod, 
■ Where love a^A^ troth and grace abouB&;^ 
« And, to the eye of faith, is given 
▲ eheerin^, bleflfed view of heaven i 



• ' » 



There guarded by tliy mighty arm 
From every danger and alarm; 
* My heart shall feel a holy peace, 
B^c'd witli dewi of righteo«sniil4- 
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74 IPOBTIC SFFU8ION8.. 

The ways ^ Providence are equal, as ike Scrips 
hires fully declare^ tho' sometknes to our weak 
apprehensions they may othernise appear. 

THEN CEASE. 



Then cease, presumptuous mau, no more, 

1 his blessed truth gainsay ; 
Thy little wisdom can't explore. 

And shew the bidden way ! 

Say, can'st thou fathom the designs 

Of dread Omnipotence,-^ 
Buried in darkness and in sios, 

Frail child of time and sense ? 

By sAarching thou can^st not find out 

The great Eternal mind ; — 
Philosophy oft makes the doubt, 

jHore hardenM and more blind ! 

Cease thy complainings, know thou, still, 
All things move onward right ; 

Justice directs infinite will. 
Goodness infinite might I 
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And would i]iy bekrt anpained be, 
}^ ben suffering righteous die, — 

To thfr= eternal doctrines flee, 
And look beyond the sky ! 

"Wharf peace awaits the wearied soul, 
Whose faith «ustaifi'd it thro' ; 

And streams of sweetest pleasure roll, 
Imoiortal ever knew ! 

So when thine aching eyes behold 
'I he pn»spereu8 wicked here ; — 

Thu^ now they boast, what woes, untold. 
Shall close their sad career! 

Thus virtue shall rewarded be 

With peace, — and vice with misery^ 

Tho* here on earth not always given, 
By the mysterious will of heaven I 







S(il!P««?WJPi"«*«^**W*' l! Wp .M ■ M »li J i II 



7 It peatie iVFirneiii. 



AN AMULET. 

When dread mieforUiiie's kowliog blatt 
Doth, round our heads with fury beat ; 
What then shall iMep chit hopes sleadAs^ 
And quell our fears?— Av Amulst 1 

Do hollow hearted friends forsake. 
If 'gainst us th' tide of fortune set ; 
What then shall oilr sad bosbms waiD» 
To love again !-«-Aif Amitlbt ! 

Tho' wealth should never on m wail, 
And poverty attend our feet ; 
What then shall chcieronr darksome fUitv 
And light OMr path? — Air AMin.BT ! 

Tho' thousand cares oome on amaia,— 
W'th ?h«9tly smiles our sorrows greet ; 
What then shall cease our heavy pain, 
And guard our peace ? — An Amvlst t 

When numerous ills, like marshal'd fbet^ 
The fortress of our joys beset ; 
Behold the charm for deadly woe»— 
Beligion— 'Tis that Amvlbt ! 



POETIC IFrUBIOVB. 7t 



ADVERSITY. 



Adversity ! at thy approach why should 

I fear ; is au^bt ^f thee so terrible ? 
Fail well L knoW thou boldest, in thy dark hand^ 

The rod of trial sore ; and oft, thy stroke's severe, 
Tis true : yet, to the humble saul 

G«)od dost thoii bring, that, when by thee chastised, 
Unto hi];h heaven^s will tubmiseive bowfr, 

And trembliug leans upon her God ! 
Be then thine hour, however sad, rightly 

ImprovM ; and that Almighty Friend, who ne'er 
Id vain aflSicts, the broken heart shall hetl^ 

And peace vouchsafe i 



1^- 




fS rOBtIC IFFUSIOHS. 



OHABITT. 



How blest if cbarity — she beartth long, 
Searce will believe ber neighbor in tiie wrong ; 
Sweet are the accents from ber lips that flow. 
And swift her hand toallevialo others woe ! 

She smiles— and hope, again, holds cheerfal sway 
O'^er the sad heart, and wakes a happier day ; 
And all the virtuiM, at her mild contronl, 
Do brighter shine, and purify the soul ! 

How blest iii CH AiBiTT'«-die beareib long. 
Scarce will believe ber neighbor in the wrong ; 
Peace spreads her wing, where'er her footsteps wteid, 
Tbs Cbri6ti\n's Gvardijlv, and the WssTCH'e 
Fbibnd! 




90ttK,€wrvuon». 39 



THERE IS A LIGHT. 



There is a light that beans from heaven, 

On life's short, evil day, 
And cheers the pathway of the just, 

And guides him on his way. 

It isa light that fills the soni 

With joyous, peaceful hope ; 
And that when gloomy fears arise, 
* Still bears the spirits up I 

And, wottld'st thou fee this glorious lighl/-^ 
This light which bean.8 from heaven ; 

Behold ! around the Christia.n's head 
It shines, how calm-*-how even ! 
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LINES ON MR. M. 



He had his failings-^tell who never had. 
But they were failings of a feeling heart ; 

Not those winch flow from cool and ftrndy head, 
"Where even virtue is laid down by chari. 

Peace to his shade ! in honor let him rest, 
Distress ne'er sought hi«J optmi ear iti vain ; 

His was the generou*^, kind and pitying i>re8st, 
And hit the dbed to soothe another's pain ! 




VOmO KFVDUOHl. 



EPITAPHIUM. 



Bic depoHtee 

Mbdm Pompei Hrimalkin, 

ftai, Maroii prims. A. D. MDCCCXVII, 

Hieo vitB obit, aa. duoi MbL 

Erat iura viffens — 

Amiconimllliuf gBndium stqtie mimlk>i 

EbI iJle veluti nuno triitia iJlorum t 

TirtuUi Ipriat uod oatentaatM! 

Nemini Inimicna, 
Bcnignai, placUui, 



K pcrihsiebat hnjiu t>i 
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SOME SAY. 



Some say that Love is a passion*^ 

Both idle and vain ; 
That il biudetb, alas, poor reason, 

With folly's dull chain! 

That ajSection is but a sweet fancy — ^ 

Retiiieinent of ^nse ; 
Less blinded that evtry one can see— 

The heart's t'ei*vour is hence 1 

Let them say so ; f scirn their reproaching; 

Love's the soul's j.leasure, — 
'Tis a blisp next to heaven approaching, 

Lifers dearest treasure ! 

Then away with low scoffing and jeering,— 

"WoH \ N^a man's blessing ; 
Like an angel in sorrr^w appearing, 

True worth expreMiQg ! 




POETIC EFFU49ION9. S3 



TO OPHELIA. 



Dear one, thy virtues e'er inspire 

My soul, with truest love for thee; 
Pure as the VmJhi my bosom's fire, 

And strong a:« is simcekitt I 

• 
Within ray breast thou e'er shalt dwell, 

iMy thui's no other fair can move ; 
Come then, nor doubt me when I tell 

How sweet thy tenderness and love ! 

O 1 let, my girl, no idle fear. 

One moinf^nt pain thy ^ntle heart ; 
To uie no other shall be dear : 

I WILL KOT, CAITNOT FROBl THES PART ! 



N-CTtC KFFl'SIOXS. 



SOME SAV. 




"»«'« «I'F,;«,0»,. 
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HAST THOU NOT. 

Hast thou -not geen the dew-dn^ glitter 

In th' moroiag's ray ; 
Ha«t thou not lieard the winged ehoir, 

Warblhig from cheerful spray ! 

Hast thou not watch'd, with fancy glowing, 

The mellow light, 
That trembles on the brow of even, 

Inspiring waitn delight ! 

Hast not thy bosom known the bliM 

Of sympathy; 
And too, the joyous charm that If vei 

In friendship's brightening eyct' 

Hast not thy memory trao'd Uie seenet 

* Of childhood dear ; 
When, many a blooming hope was nigh 
I'hy gentle mind to cheer ! 

Of Woman, then, thou must have felt 

That heavenly grace. 
Which thrills the heart, full beaming fron 

Her speaking, angel face ! 
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THE SIGH. 



Qrentle Zepbyr, whither flying 

3Vith that little beauteous thing, 
On thy bosom mournful lying, 

Breathing sweetness as of spring i 
'Tell, O tell me, quickly, do, 
"What itsraame, why trembling bo! 
More canH tell thee, as I fly, 
That it 19 a heart felt sigh, 
"Which, in haste, I happy bear 
.From Akemon te his Fairi 



*•: 




08 rOETIC CFVUBIORI. 



WHAT LOVE IS LIKE. 



'Tis like the morning dew, 

On beds of roses lying ; 
Or, like a summer^s sun, 

When transient clouds are flying ; 

Or, like the morning light, 
The western sky illuming ; 

Or, like the queen of night. 
In tender softness blooming; 

Or, like some heavenly strain, 
"When o'er the senses stealing. 

That banishes each care and pain, 
And wakM the «oul of feeling I 




■osvie CFVusnuis. S7 



CUPID. 



Ca)rid, once, in frolic mood, 
YowM heM try bis golden dart ; . 

And tipt with fove, away it flew^ 
And slyly pierc'd my heart ! 

Then, oh ! what pains, what jealous care 

My wonnded bosom own'd ; . 
My dreams were e'er of Ellei^.fair, * 

And her false vows bemoanM ? 

I sought her oft in every bower. 

To love long consecrate t 
And blessM and cars'd th^ unhappy hour, 

"Which bound me to her hate ! 

Fond youth ! beware the golden dart, 
And from its woundings shield thy lieart^ 

Tbo' tipt with love so bright and fair. 
Destructive is the poison there ! 



%^ 




•t MCTie nruaioRa. 



TO HAKKAH. 



WHO ASKED WHAT OENAMENTB SHE 8R0UL9 
SELECT TO WEAE AT A PAETT. 



Bich in iQtellectiial store. 
Thou needest not the gloss of 

T« make the many feel thj power, 
And whisre thou mov*st delight iiiii»artt 



^-» 



Tet ; as the world's by fashion sway*d. 
Some ornament must deck thee too : 

Then call in nature to thy aid» 
With artBho'U te«oh the« what to d»^ 




90BTIQ imnjsioHB. so 



SONG. 

IN MANNER OF THE SCOTCH. 



Come to my Bosom.' 

Come to my bosom, fair one, come, 

And dwell forever theie ; 
Make it tlie pillow of thy rett, 

V\\ soothe thine every care v 

And guard thee at I woold my life^ 
E'er try thou shalt be blest; — 

Come to my bosom, fair one, come^ 
Alone by thee possessed t 

Dost thou not bear my tender calY| 
Wilt thou not tome, my fair? 

O, yes ; I'll to thy bosom come. 
And dwell forever there I 



Ift ^ % ' '•-Hi J.i ^' 




roBTJO mmnovM. 



WHO WOULD NOT. 



Fanny, whene'er ihj iqmrkliBg eyt 
Is turned complacent on me ; 
I somehow feel — I can't te)) wby^. 
As tho* its charm had won me : 
Who would not 9-^ 

And when I see thy pouting lip^ 
All circi'd 'round with smilingt ; 
Its nectared sweets how would I sij^ 
Of care the dear begtiiliagi : 
Who would not?"*- 

But, when I mark thy besom swejf 
With virtue^s holy feeling ; 
Then my fond pMsion would I teOj 
To ioTt and truth appealing. 
WhowooldBotiW^ 




p«rrte nrcmtMnb. tl 



WHAT STI^AIN IS THAT. 

Whaii sinks fs tbat, fmlb softly on miDe ear, 
A» firoiB gome aagel harp uk^tt »\f eetty struD^ ; 

II fltems the voice of Ivve to men!*rf dear, 
Vbea my fimul heart beat hi|;h, aiM& hopo was yonBf^ 

ftconse^— tba» telling we wbat joyir are gorrey 
What yeasft engulfihed io the ffiood of tiaie ; 

Warn naoy a good desir^d^s forever gone, 
Vhal ha|»piae8s beea nipped ia the primal 

0£ how H waket my pleasiog, aehiag' seaaev 
When, dear Ahiura, all my eottl wa» thiaa ; 

'Vfaniali the joys this world oouki e'er Jifpense^ 
WaalA but fbrtlkee arauiid my heart caiwiiia £ 

Vbat itsaio is that, falTs loftTy mt mine e«% 
As fipom some angel harp most sweetly strsog ;; 

HmiiirtB me of that saistad one, so dear, 
Whan my load heuri heal higfa^ aad hope WM yoMtfr 




•2 roXTIC SFFCSIONS. 



OMNE EADEM. 



Why paMeth io sorrow thy season of youth, 

E'er lettert thy bosom he painM ; — 
Be wise ! and attend this lesson of truth, 

By sorrowing MOthiag is gainM ! 
Thea away with thy cares, — for, in all sober iente, 
'1 will be Obins Eadem a hundred years hence ! 

The minute, that's rolling now quickly along. 

Is all that thou can'st call thine own; 
Then, let it be cheerM with the pipe and the song^ 

Undisturbed by a plaint or a moan ; 
And away with thy cares, with thy troubles dispeiir> 
'Twill be OMifB Badem a hundred years hence! 

Why, anxiously seeking and toiling for wealth? 

'Tis a bubble as empty as air ; — 
Much dearer than this is sweet rosy-cheek'd healtlV 

So happy, so cheerful so fair ! 
Then away with thy folly, with thy av'rice disperif) 
'Twill be Omve Ea.dxm a hundred years hence i 




MNBTic mrFusiomr. 9St 



Why suflTresi ambitno to trouble thy breast, 

And boBors ailiife tby foBd mind ? — 
Ihttjt often but randier poor maa more anblest^— - 
liittle eomfbrt in tbem can«t Ibou fiodr ! 

awaj with tbj- wants, with thy pride ^aick 
dispense, 
TTwiD be Ovsk Eadxh a hnndred years hence ! 

ITkj, hoping and fearing; ia all thy pBniilt»» 

And anxiottfliy lpek*»t for the morrow ? 
^Tie iiBe, and onto thee nothing it boots^— 
Bvl niify encreaseth thy sorrow t 
nm^ hope not too nmch» with thy f^ars qaiek diapenstv 
>9Witl he OhlksEabxm a hondnd yean hcnaa Jt 




\ 
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TO THE ROSE. 



How oft have lovern gu^d on thee, 
And told of all their extacy ; 
TboH thee a sigh, a lip, or cheek, 
And fancied thee almost to speak,— 
As tbon did^st mind them of some fair, 
Who in thyself, was pictured there. 
Ah ! in this rapturous state of feeling, 
The heart a heaven of beauty stealing. 
They little dreamed, beneath thy charms, 
A thorn was hid so full of harms, 
TIntil too fondly thee caressing, 
A wound it gave — the most distressing ; 
Evincing thus love's rosy smile, 
Both oft the bosom's peace beguile! 




ij- 



POBTIC EFFUSIONS. 05 



MELANGHOLY. 



Away ! dread melancholy, 
With all thy tbo'ts unholy-^ 
Whose fearful images disturb the miod, 
Keeping its better powers confinM : — 
Back to thy drear abode, 
There eat thy bitter food, — 
F«r» sure thy poisonous breath e^er blasteth all that's 
good! 

Now, no more, the heart appal, 
Holding it in dreadful tlirall ; 
But, leave it free. 
Cheerfully, 
To beat to pleasure's heaven-approred call ! 




-i... .. 



M fMSTK BPFOSIOMk 



COME, GEKTLE PEACE. 



Come, gentle peAce, O, make thy doway 

Vi^in my troubled breast ; 
Dry up the ooastant, the consuiniog twr. 

And calm miae every (ear ! 



Of let me taste that lifo U pleaaaat, fair. 
When free Crom wastiog care;— 

And, that it is most glorious, the whijt 
Upon it thfiu dost smile ! 

Come, then, 0\ gentle peace, and bring, 
Sweet healings on thy wing ; * 

And make thy l^^lTt ^appy, downy BtA^ 
Within my tr«abled breast,! 




mwTio Errcmron*. ^ 



A FABLE. 



A Butterfty, in gayest coloni dressed, 

I^rom flower to flower a boy delighted pressM: 

Oa joyous vriog the nimble creature flies, 

As DOW he tho't to take it by surprisci-*- 

>Ju8t when a fragrant rose allurM its taste { 

Then, nelt on dai«y feeding, sweet repast ! 

Still it escaped his little wiley art,— 

But smiliug hope suhtains bis anxious heart: 

At lettgtb, he saw it la a tulip hide,«^ 

**1 have thee now," in extacy he cried, 

And rafibJy sprang, cruiK'dil ; and iidkd! 

The moral this [and hence leam to be wise] 
1'rue moderation thou should^st ever prize ; 
That pleasure is a painted Butterfly, 
£BihracM too eager in thy grasp, will die ! 




I 

1 



9S POETIC EFFUSIONKh 



LINES 

ON IMPRISONMENT FOB DBBT^ 



\ 



l^ost hear that grating hinge which seems the knell 

Of hnman happiness, — whose sound comes deeply 

Fraught tvith 8u8eriBg» and woes ! 

** Tis from the jailor's door, that closes now 

On some poor wretch, forlorn, whose only crime 

Is debt : — and from whose power, misfortune, too 

Has snatchM the means to pay, perhaps, to griping 

Avarice, the farthing uttermost ! 

Is there in christian lands no help for this ? 

Then, shame — let burning shame parch up the cheek l^ 



r% 
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rVE SEEN. 

I've seen the rose, in all its beauty, 
Op'ning to the simny morn ; 

Just i«o, the mind to soothing pity, 
Pierced with carets rankling thorn ! 

But ah, how many shun the flower, 
'When lotvly hangs its beauteous head ; 

Obnoxious to unkindly power, 
Too ^ooa its every grace has fled i 



CONUNDRUM. 

I'm a friend to the wise and the great, 
To the lowly am equally po ; 

And tho' humble. I oft move in state, 
And am blessed wherever I go ! 

I list to the cries of the poor, 

And virtue calls me her sweet child; 

yo sorrowing is heard at my door, 
For love on my being first sniiPd ! 




i 



leo fesTie KVFUsieHii 



FASHIONABLE HONaR. 



Ga, drink and ^ramble, early, late. 

Time and talents dissipate ; — 
Keep yonr mistress. <ipurn at merit, 

Evidence of noble spirit : 

For this i» — F&shiokable Honob V 

Ge, seduce tby nelshhor's wife, " 
Blast the sweets of wedded life ; 

While the story of thy fame 
Adds new lustre to thy name: 

For this is — Fashion ab^le Honob t 

Go, betray thy plig;hle<l love. 

Witnessed by the powers above;— 

!Doom thy girl to infamy. 

Then, smile at all her misery : 

For this is — Fashionable Hokob \ 

I^ext, piek a quarrel with tby friead. 

And to him a challenge send ; 
YeVe met; — it wis a glorious plan ! 

?{ew can^st boast — Pve killM ray oian ! 
Hei|^t of— Fas HioNArBLB U»k«b f 




POETIC EFFUBIOMa. 103 



THE TEAR. 



I love to watch, when soft emotion!) steal 

Upon the soul, the trembling tear, and note 

Its little vagaries : how now, it seems 

A& gentle errand lelling ; — then, to 

Ketire, as tho^ ashamed V expose, unto 

A disengenuous world, its loveliness! 

^Till by repeated tenderness o'ercome, 

It drops a gem of purest ray ! 

If there's a time to better feelings dear — 

'Tis THIS, when every fibre of the heart's 

Attun'd to liveliest, holiest sympathy ! ' 

SwEBT TB VB ! much dost thou grace the manly cheek, 

And 8pread*st a heart-enrapturing lustre there : 

Tes, nursM by kindliest tho't thou speak'st the soul, 

That e'er can fetl another's joys or woes ! 



H* 



i 



102 vorric EvrvsioNau 



Tho* I walk thro* the valln^ ef the fhadow ef 
Draih^ I will fear mo tvil ; for thou {my GtfJ^ 
art with mez Thy rod and thy stajff\ tkcy 
eomfort me. 



Tnir^ thtiU the Chsisttan ever sing^ 
Whose heart it fixed on benvcn ; 

Death can to him no t^rnivs brings 
He feels his sins Ibr^vea ! 

An inward peace hi5 mind saixtain^ 
And sweetly sootlie? hi? hreast ; 

Kor bound withwtanV galiiogchaiai^ 
Uuboly and uablestl 

See him fulfil hi? work? of love,— 

How placid and »ei i^ne ; 
HSfor virtue dare hi? tletda reprove. 

Nor vice direct its spleen ! 

Like the nnweari^ wn. each day. 

He pres^ies on hi? coarse — 
Stilt keep? in view ihe glohiops was^ 

Of truth aod joy the scarce i 



1 
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^in ^avioar 15 his only hope, 

Aad well be loves bis law! 
"WhoseGRiCA shall bear bis spirits Of^ 

His feet from ill withdraw ! 

Trits— shall the Christi ib ever sin^ 
Whose heart is fixM on heaven ; 

Death can to him no t^>rrors biing;, 
He feels his nus forgiven ! 



TEACH ME, O, GOD. 

Teach me, O, God, thy sacred law^ 

And torn my heart to thee ; 
From evil ways my feet withdraw^ 

And thoa my refvga he ! 

Spread o^er my soal thy bonoteonf fUnLt^f 

Tone all its powers to love, 
J^nH feed it with thy nghtcoosaas*-^ 

That MAHKA fsoBiaboTe! 



104 Pi)£TIC EFFUSIONS. 



THE GOSPEL PIIEAGHEB. 



His doctrine sound, on Sa^cred Scriftvr^ built, 

His language flowing^ dignified and plain ; 

His manner bland, affeetiunate, as tho' 

He felt the truths he would have others feel : 

Whilst on his tongue the sweetest accents hang, 

And long, on his soft moving strains, the ear 

Delight'sl to dwell ; for, much they breathe of heaven 1 

Id ail the fervour of a pious heart. 

On holy purpose bent ! 

At his reproof the sinner stands dismay'd, 

And turns with awful dread, back on himself 

His tho'ts ; — for then, the Gospel 8|)eak8 

Its thunders for his guilt ! 

At his address, the Christian feels bis hopes 

Kevive i-^for then, the Gospel speaks, 

jMild as the whispers of the vernal breeze, 

In words benignant to his soul, and lifts 

Him 'bove the world ! 

Beligion, hail ! of origin divine ! 

Were but the spirit of thy ministers 

EngagM as his, then would thy reign extend, 

And to thy shrine, devotion, pure, enwrapt, 

Hei foot teps willing bend, imploring all 

Thine aid : — since, nor ambition, nor 




.% 
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rrDholy pride, would then usurp tby throne. 

And bring disgrace upon tby sjlcred cause ! 

XiObg may his light with heavenly radiance shine, 

To glory lead each wandering, ignorant soul 1 

And, O I may.he, in that eventful day, 

When an assemMed Univkrsc shall stand 

Before th* Almighty's TaBOS b, rejoicing hear, 

To bian addressM, the ever blessed voice,— ' 

'Well done thou fiithful one, comsajts kn#ot 

TaxNs sTSRLAsTiatG bust! 



FAITH GIFES US, 



How great tby mercy, God of love, 
To us poor sinful worms ;— 

For, while tby juftice must condemn., 
Faith gives us to thine arms ! 

Inspires the heart with holy joy. 
And calms our mournful fears ;-^ 

^y, whatsoever our state may be, 
^Tis LIGHT that ever cheers ! 






■\ i 
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O THOtr. 



Loud roars the tempest o^er ray lieaiV^ 

And would my breast alarm ; 
O, 1 Hou ! whoFe mighty arm can save,. 

]>efend rac from its harm ! 

Mine enemies in hosts arise, 

Encompass me around, — 
Pevise their wicked, heilish ways. 

And would my hopes confound ! 

My heart has ever sought for peace^ 

None have I tried to wrong; 
Nor envied my neighbor's good, 

Nor spoke with evit tongue ! 

Father op Loyb ! behold myill^i. 

My wounded spirit heal ; — 
And may my causeless enemies 

A smiling conscience iJeel - :^ 
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WHOE'ER THOU ART. 

Vain, stupid wretch, wkoe^er thou art, 

A slave to time and sense ; 
"Who will not choose that better pabt— 

A mQPtals^ sure defence i 

Then, go thy way, securely live 

A reprobate to heaven ; 
Take all a fleeting world can give, 

By lusts and pasdons driven I 

But trembling hear thine awful doom. 

With truth eternal seaPd ; 
More fearful than the deepest gloom. 

Thy portion stands reveaPd I 

Dread tho^t ! and can^st thou then foregp 

Salvation's holy theme ; 
And madly brave unending woe, 

And calPt an idle dream ! 

O, mow withdraw thy wandering feet, 

Fre comes the evil day ; 
And, thug a smiling Saviour meet. 

Whose love shall be thy stay ! 

O, turn from thine iniquity, 

For, saith the ^ ord, why wilt thou die?-«r 

Come URto me. with sin opprest, 

And 1 will give thy coBSoienee rest ! 



w 






}06 NOETIC KFFUSI0K8. 



Be nurcifid unto me, O, God^ be merciful uni9 
me ; for tmfsmd irusktk in Otee, 



Hast thou not sjwken, O, my God/ 
That those, who trust io thee, 

Shall taste thy gracious love, nor fall 
A prey t' iniquity ! 

Hast thou Dot fl&id the righteous e'er 
Are precious in tlsiy si^^ht ; 

And that the broken, contrite heart 
Is ever thy delight ! 

Then, when reproaches of the vile 
Would ianrm the ri{;fateous soul. 

Thou wiit destroy their foal des^s^ 
Their maddening n^ controul ! 

Tea, like to stubble they shall burn. 

In smoke consume away, 
When, in the furnace of thy word 

Is tried their wicked way ! 




rovtte wwwBVttiBt KXI 



Fnin ye the Lord ! itrilie tbe bfgfa liwtiiHBslyK, 
Wbile MiiGi OF ■ALvi.TioR your Toicei iiupira ! 
SJBg ! for tba powenof dukneHHni brohcB, 

And dMtfa Knd Api^lynti no more aball anlkva ;— 
TUs tratli biMt. ooDt^tng Ote SAritnim btth upbkBn, 
' {■ofhapAphreetbenigbtoflbegtrnvst 



PraiM ycthe Tjord! «trlk« the bigb fonndiDB lyn. 
White iOHoa or ■».i.T«Tioa your voIcm inipire! 
Pni« Hl>, y« talntl, who on eartb noir u« dn«ItiB|^ 

AbiI ofteo bavB Uited tbe bichei or oBtcs;— 
Ta mil, WOOD ud lUn, Jola the Ahtsbm tbu'i ■wd;' 
ling. 
In fkHkHHuieUlin, (a api akciwt n batb/ 



1 
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COME, RELIGION. 



Come, BsLiGioir, heavenly maid, 
1U« the TOWS my heart would pay^ 

Mefienger of hope and joy, 
Wilt tkoa 0f er with me stay i 

Come, O, oome, and sooth my anguiih,^ 
On thy bosom rest my head ; 

Soflfer me no more to laaguifck^ 
Bound me all thy heallngsljpNad ! 

O, relieve my mind from fearing. 
Teach que on my God to build 

All of hope that's bright and cheering;. 
So — his law be well fulfilled 1 

And ^Hs thus — tho^ time is flying, 

And this world seems poor and vain,-— 

All its scenes so dark and trying. 
With thy grace, are heavenly gain ! 



FOBTIC SIVUUOM*. Jll 



THE BRIGHTEST HOPE 



Vris not iQ wealth*! ▼■in glftlering thofT 
For which poor mortal! often ligb ; 

Nor yet in honoris ihtoing train, 
Doe!thi! tranacendant biesaiof lie! 

^Ti! not ia high ambition*! alai, 
Nor glories of a fading crown ;. 

Nor yet in pride, whoie haughty eye 
Would ever but ittolf disown! 

?Ti! not in pleasure's sparkling cup. 
That wins ere toiich'd the nekly taite-; 

Nor yet in bowen of indolence. 
Presenting but a iiowery waste I 

?Tis BOT OH BARTH — for earth's too neatt 
With all its gifts THia bope to move ; 

JStUt 'Tit IX ■SAYEV— full there it blooM, 
The 0VF8PRXX0 of immortal loves* 



112 fMTic xrrufiOMH' 



it 
i' 

TBEBE IS A JOT. 

There is a Joy that wakens in the heart. 
Sweet as of fiuicy^s dreaming: 

Tii wliea the eyes of one we loye 
Are fondly on as heaming 1 



And telling us, with all their varied looki^ 

How hard it is to sever ; 
And that, with pure aflfoctioa's glow* 

Would love to gaie forever ! 

If there^s a man who cannot feel this Miss, 

With savage be bis dwelling ; 
Unknown to him the dear and genereoi breast. 

With love and irieadship swelling l 
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TO WOMAN. 



O, iiiieh I love thee, TiRTuoirt Womav {-» 

Thy gracefl spread a charai aromid the hearty 

Jim! make me e'er thy firieiid, 

Thoo art the joy— the ornament of Mte, 

Jlod but for thee, no ipell would bind to earth— 

For pleasare^t all would be an eapty name I 

Then let poor lerdling man o^er thee claim sola 

Pre-eminence, and idly boast of more 

Exalted rank : indeed ! ia all thon art 

His equal ipiRe ; ia nnuk superior ! 

Who loves with that true, fervid, chastened glow, 

'Which still pursues thro^ fortunes most adverse?— 

Who first in the sweet eharities of life, 

IDoih like some ministering spirit seem i 

On goodly efrand sent ?— Who, in the hours 

Of sickness and of death, vrith weeping eyes, 

And anxions care, dath watch each look of pain. 

And ever seek some comfort to bestow ?— 

Say, is it man ? — No ; His too much for him ;-« 

He would forsake such trying scenes as these; 

Nor love, ner friendship scarce conld draw him hack 

Who is it then— but lovely, matchless Womab ?— 

The sympaihisine; friend, companion dear. 

In whom is found thk truest mxc£i.i.R]icR ! . 



1 
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MELANCHOLY. 



There is a mielancholy that fills the mind 
Witti pleanng, tenderest thoH ; — 

Inapiriug iaU the glow of sentiment, 
With chastenM feeling fraught ! 

But there'fl a poison bid. beneath the fweeti 
That swells to wretchedness — despair I 

For, sipped tooigreedily, it taints the Bonl« 
Despoiling it of all that's fail ! '* : 

Then, ere too late, O, sbitn the witching speUf 
Nor oft pursoe, * 

With fond and raptnred'iiew. 
Sweet melancholy^ iMr.lnantad citU * 



^ 



JPOfiTIO BPFVSIOm. lid 



Me Remini$c€y O, Cara Amic$^I 



Forget me not, my oharmlBg (Head, 
*1in life's delusive dream shall end ; 
Ke'er witli thy image will I ]>art. 
But press it ever to my heart : — 
And should there one more happy be, 
O, then, just breathe — a sigh for me^ 



CONUNDRUM. 

I'm seen upon the trembling stream^ 
I oft inspire the poets dream ; 
And too, when happy lovers meet, 
J ever maka thdr joys more sweet ! 




m nNBTic wrirvBieal*. 



TO MRS. 



1>ear mngstress! strike those notes again » 
or winning, soiiUfelt grace poisessM,-^ 

Tbey flow like soft etherial strain, 
From golden harps of spirits hlest ! 

They hreatbe such purity of soul, 
Thou seem'st of more tiian mortal birth ; 

While the wrapt mind, at thy controni. 
Almost forsakes the bounds of earth ! 

When heavenly love is the pure theme. 
That wakes thy rich and mellow voice. 

Thy strains, more bright tb«ui fancy's drem;^ 
Inspire the henrt with cbasten'i joys i 

Dear songstress I strike those notes agnin„ 
Of winning, soal-feft grace possess^d,*?^ 

They flow like soft etherial strain. 
From golden harps of sphrits blest !- 




MMBtra KrwvtHait, |17 



BON& 

* 

JN MANNER OF THE SCOTCH, 



In Jiiry Fancy. 

In airy fancy, 

Tirhen I iB«t my Nan^» 

And fondly pren'd her to my heart ; 
How sweet the pleasure- 
As I held this trefisare. 

And vowed I would never from it part l^ 

But the rapt^KKM mkrate. 

Bad but shadow in it, — 
And quickly it did steal away ! 

Then a)i my gladness 

Was tnrnM to sadness, 
As vfdnly urg^d her im^fp dear to fta^. 




I 
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BES ILLAS AMO. 



I love the bbbast — that kindly feels 
For griefs which mortals know ; 

I love the 1.IP8 — whose accents eVr 
The words of peace bestow. 

I love the BTB-~where pity^s gem 
Shines bright to every vi«w ; 

^Tis richer than the mby^ blaie. 
Or diamond^s sparkling- hue. 

I love the tobm— that flies to aid,. 

HumanHjr's suffering cause ; 
SncircPd with transcendant grace» 

Of virtue meet applause 1 

I love Apollo^s thbillihg stbaibs, 
And Safpbo^s ltric aie ; — 

For, these can wake the soul of bliss. 
And spread ew^antmeat there S 




poavic ■FFUBiont. HB 



THE MOTHER. 



8te, what tendernefn anil care, ^ 

Unwearied she bestows 
On that dear pledge of virtuous love, 

To hush its little woes ! 

Both day and night, her anxious thoH 

Attends its every cry ; 
Scarce knows she rest, but constant singl 

The soothing lullaby I 

If now it plains— a mother^s Toice— 

Its little mind can charm ; 
And on her tender bosom laid. 

It feels secure from harm ! 

A MOTHBii !*>His a sacred name, 

The veriest wretch adores ; 
And to the God of nature praise, 

Who made this blbsbiho ouisi 




laO POBTte EVFCSIONB. 



TO HEALTH. 



O, TTfiALTH, thou Micred b«oii of hearen, 
Whose iafluence tuch peace bestows ; 

Come, bless me with thy choicest store, 
Uotil this mortal scene shall close. 

Whatever of beauty, pleasure, wealU^^* 
Owes unto thee its charming power $ 

^or, at thy smile the fluttering heart 
Kejoices in life's sunny hour ! 

Descend, imparadise the soul,—* 
Without thyself all earth how vain ( 

Around thee blooming JAys e'er sprins* 
%> cheering is Uiy gentle leign I 
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♦ 



THERE IS A CHABM. 



^here is a chnin f il tronran's eye, 

A spell that gives delight, 
And soodief the sternest, roughest fyreast, 

And win»^fbrever%right ! 

^Tis sweet to feel its lorely power, 
When with aflfection beamidji^ ; 

The zest of life — the beauteous light, 
<l*er earth's dull scene that*s gleaming |^ 

O, His the soul of all that's fair, 

or finer, better feellQg;-* 
A grace of matchless influence, 

At a'er the mind when stcajing^l. 



I 
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POETIC "EVFUSfONS. 



A FABLE. 



A mouse 'that little dreanM of ill. 

Or, to what BwfuY harm expos^ 
At length, finils to its »d surprise, 

A lion's paw held it enclos'd! 

The trembling wreteh -begs hard for life, 
And setting forth in bumble suit, 

'Urged of power, that clemency 
Was sure the noblest attribute ! 

The lion heard this worthy plea^-^ 

True greatness movM his generous breast;^ ^ 
Then hade his captive be of cheer. 
Again with freedom made it Ueit i 

And now behold the lion^s late. 
Entangled in ihe hunter's toils,— 

Xn vain he straggles to escape. 
The snare his every eflfort foils!' 

The mouse then hastens to his aid. 

And gnaws the cords that bind him [alt; ' 

And soon with liveliest pleasure sees 
The noble creature freed at last !' 




IM 
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From hence an nseful lessen learn, 
Well be it practisM — understood ; 

I^e^er unconcernedly omit 

The blessed time of doing gtod ! 

For such th^ inconstant scenes of life. 

Such our dependency ; 
The LOWEST, who are oft despis'd, 

May render favors to the high !. 



DREAMS. 



Bay, what are dreams but fancy^s vrgaries, 

When reason's powers are in obiivicn fsteep^d, 

i^nd many an idle tho't floats oVr iie mind. 

Without, tlie compass of the enlightening soul ? 

hen His — that things incongruous and straoge-r 

Before th^ imagination vainly flit, 

60 unsubstantial, and yet, so partly 

True beseeming, that oft, when reason 'gain 

Kesumes it^sway, the mind is loth to let 

Th^ imposture go, and fondly bugs the cheat— ^ 

A9 sober verity : Tis thus, indeed. 

To shadowy, inane dreams is SBKSE 

And 8U11BTA.KCB given I 
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AND WHAT IS BEAUTY. 



Am! whf»t is beauty — ^biit a flower, 
That withers in one- little hour ; 
A wandering star of playful lii?ht, 
That breaks upna th' enrapturM sight, 
And then — is gone forever ! 

And what is beauty — but the bow 
Of Iris, where rich colors glow : 
A gen. of poor mortality, 
That shines awhile so lustrously ; 
And then— is gone forever ! 

And what is beauty— but the grace 
Of soul, that blossoms iii the face, 
Ifhicb speaks a mind« a heart that's fair; 
A much of heaven dwelling there; 
And then it stayi forevwr! 
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roKTic KrrusiDNB. Its 

MISFORTUNE. 

Behold thst pellid, woeful lbn» 

Which moves with islow, disorder^ pK«> 

BIisFOBTUKB — is hcF feaiful name. 
Sore dreaded by the human race ! 

She comes — and round hei mourRfiYl head 
Afflictions weave their cypress crown; 

While from her inmost breast is sent 
A hollow, murmuring, piteous moan I. 

I 

The robe of grief is her attire, 

Tier footsteps marked with dismay : 
JLud horrors, from her threat^ing hand. 

An awful, blasting scene display ! 

She breathes— the air is taint with woes ; 

She sp'ealcs— and nature feels her voice ! 
And in her hated presence die 

The blokMnuig roses of our joys 1 

But still, tho^ evil seems her reign^ 

And deeth and beli shoot from her eye : 

Good often- flows from her dark hand, 
And greater com&>rl dotb supply. 

^^ comes to humble human pride. 

The follies of the mind remove : 
To raise the eye of faith to heaves. 

And virtues of the heart to proye ! 



1 



tXI fOBTiQ vrmnom. 



SO, THT LIFE. 

Thri tbou from thy evil wajrs. 
Ask of God bis bouoteous grace,, 
80, tby life sball fairer tbine, 
A» adoroM witb tbings divine ! 

Then» wbat oomfbrt shall thou know« 
Tbo^ a pilgrim here below ; 
Joyful looking to the skies, 
Where tby jjUiBssEo Satiove ibI 



OF ENEMIES. 

liearn of thy enemitf to know thyself 9 
They often speak to their own barm, 
E^en when they think to do thee greatest ill ^ 
Thus, in despight, become tby veriest friendst 




M>ETIC STFUSieW. 12T 



Jlidressed to a cehhrated Preachen 

Stranger ! though a wicked world, 

With scoffing vile surround thee; 
Still may'st thoa keep that heaveoly coanie» 

Where (aith and love have foimd thee ! 

And long with holy fervoiir do 

The works of righteousness; 
And to the careless sinner shew 

The only way to peace ! 

'Fear not the wretched diaeds of meo, 

Who for their spite select thee ; 
Thy God will shield thee from their bans. 
And in his cause protect thee ! 

Hememher t^y Orsat M astxr hor^ 

Of sinners, foul reproaches, 
So, to this day, e'en fares the soul, 

Whixib iiearer bin approaches I 

fit ranger f tho'a wicked world, 
With scoffings Vile surround thee ; 

^till may'st thou keep that heavenly eonr^, 
If here faith and lore have found tl\ee I 
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1^ POETIC EFFUfllONS. 



THE PHARISEE'S PRATER. 



O, God, I thank thee, I am not 

Unjust as others be ; 
For, well I feel my soul can boast 

Of greater purity ! 



THE PUBLICAN'S PRAYER; 



O, God, my conscience smites me sore^' 

A sinner, wretch, undone ; 
O, shed thy mercy en my soul. 

Now pleading at thy throne*^ 



I 
/ 




FOKTI€ EFF^BIOWS, 1S9r 



THE CONTRAST. 



VIRTUE. 

This ntreTy leads to hsppineM beTovr : 
Tbis 18 the antedote to every woe ; 
This to the mind immortal hope supplier 
FDiat» it rejoicing to its native skies !- 



FKE. 

This is the hane of happibess heltfW; . 
This the cars'^d messenger of every woe ^ 
This sinks the mind with evils dire oppressed, 
And BiBji and bybet wmaEm destroys its reitt 
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THE DRUNKARD. 



Go— •Fclf-po]lute<J, loathsorae wretch, 

Thou 8cour;;;e of human kind . 
Go—waste tliy subglance, and thy health, 

And brutalise tby mind ! 

Go— haunt the taverns, night and day, 

'' hus spend the time in vain ; 
Go—league thyself with every vice, 

And barter peace for pain ! 

Go— live accurst to social joys, 

' lilt lil'e a burthen is. 
Go— court disease, and death, and shamei, 

Then mock thy miseries ! 

6o*-Iike a demon to thy home. 

Destroy all comfort there ; 
And from thy sorrowing family 

Wring oat tke bitter tear ! 

Enough ! enough ! if aught remalnt 

Of virtue in tby soul,— 
Forsake thy folly-maddening course, , 

And spurn th» TUiACHtBovB woni 




VOBTIC MFUSIOHS.^ M* 



ADDRESS TO GOLD, 



AiiT.-RtTLiNG TYRANT of the eaitb, 

Frail tenant of the dust, 
'Twas SORDID LOYE fii'st gave thee birtb. 

And rendered thee accurst ; 

And yet, how many seek thy ways, 

Forsaking trrest peace ; 
And vainly think thy bounteous grac» 

Can give them h.'^ppinessl 

They only joy but when thou sniir^stV 

And can thy trapping wear: 
Still the poor heart thou e'er heguiFtt^ 

And leav'fit ayacaoee therein 

Thou mak^^t the tender fnai(teii a!gb, ' 
Dream her whole fK>ul is — lotb ; 

Se thy dear spiemlocs charm her eye^ 
Her fluUeriDg ;pulset move \ 

And too, the toreh of Hytneii shiae^^ 

A brighter, lovelier flaoie. 
As fancied blessing sweetly twine ^ 

Around the wedded namb ! 
But let thee with thy gifts depart, 
And then how sad — how droops the heart. ,^ 



« 



132 VOETIO XTFUSIOHB. 



THE GLASS. 



In tkMe degenerate days, nlas ! 

Tis horrid to relate. 

How many prove 

Their faithless love- 
Tan Glais, 

And madly urge their late^. 
Dreaming so to lighten care, 
Plunge in depths of dark despair ; 
Where ten thonsand horrors reign, 
Torturing the distemper^ brain ! 

Behold that youth ! belovM he wa^;, 

Now withering in his bloom ; 

And whilst he^d prove 

His faithless love— 
THn Glass, 

Frocures an early tomb f 
Vor dim the radlanee of fats eyt, ^ 
That sparkied once with beams of jcfy:^ 
Closing now in dreary night, 
Tirtae wee|Mng al the si^tf 
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Th« nmtt of sober yean, alas ! 

Whose morals should be pure; 

See him, to prove 

His wretched love-— 
Tmb Glass, 

Od evils rush most sure ! 
For sooD the train of fell disease 
Oo him fenorseleasly shall seise ; 
The light of heaven irksome grow. 
To fill the measure of his ¥Nm1 

fee, those tottering wretch *s pass^ 

Trembling like to pals&ed age ; 

Ah I they would prove 

Their greatest love,— • 
Tms Oi.Aa8, 

And war with reason wage ! 
Now anguish wounds th«m with its stingi, 
And life to them no comfort brings, 
Their peace of mind forever gone, 
To honor, shame, and sente undone ! ^ 
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1^4 roETic E^rtTstoftiti 



PRIDE. 



ipRiDBi thou boastfblf tinsePd tbin^f 
tVliat the bieonngs thou can^st bringi 
What the glories of thy reign, 
l^bat thy votaries' promis'd gain?— ^ 

Full of jtealotisies thy spirit, 
Hater tlioii of bumble tnerit; 
Honor, friendship, truth and tove^ 
Oft thy SACBXFICBS prove ! 

Moral beauties eVr depart, 
When thou rulest in the heart ; 
Making men to ihity blind. 
As thy follies seize the mind ! 

Go, forsake thy empty vaunting^ 
Swelling word^i, and idle taupting i 
Throw thy UFeless splendor? by, 
€ieaDse thee from depravity ! 




fQJI^TIG ^F'VUSlOhB^ 13^ 



WOT YE NOT. 



Wot ye not — that liflie is flying, 
>^tealing all tUe charms of youth ; 

Wot ye KoTr-i-th^t we are dying, , 
Every hour, momentous truth ! 

Wot ye NOT-^-that sense allures up, 
Doth our better part degrade • 

WoTTE NOT — that death iasures ut 
Dread eternity dispiay'd I 

Wot tb not — we should be striving 

'Gainst deceitful vanities ; 
Wq{^ YE not— we should be living 

For a world where glokt is ! 

Wot YE NOT — religion showeth,^ 
That the righteous are ut rest ; 

Wot yk not — the sinuer i;oeth 
To a place by wratUlunblest ! 

Then, let's forsake ensnaring sio. 
And thus renewed live$ begim 

]|'reparing for that B](.est aboor^ 
fklVd with the presence of our Go4 \ 
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TO A SEDUCER. 



Cant Wreteb I behold that wastetl fornix 
The form of her who once was fair ; 

Whofle heart with e^ery ▼irtoe warm, 
'Till won by thee, -was free from cMire! 

Thoa plightedtt her thy solemn tow, 
That thou wouldst give her wedded name ; 

And she, all truth, did then bestow 
On thee, her confidence and fame I 

But thou, most vile, didst ne'er intend, 

' Else than betray a gen'rons heart ; 
By wiles to sanctify the friend— 
And give to Innocence the' smart ! * 

I've heard her call thee, Tillaln, bfse ! 

While beam'd ber eye with frenzied look ; — 
Then clasp her babe with fond embrace. 

And raannar otit, ** undone, forsook V* 

Go fiend, and boast thy beiliih deed, 

Proclaim it in thy circles gay ; 
And when thoiiVeel'st of mercy need, 

Clo, if thpu oanst, for mercy pray. 




POSTIO EFFU8I0M8* Wti 



OF FORGIVENESS. 



AVould^st thou wish to be forgiven 
Tky offences against heaven ; 
Then, let thy felJ>)\v mertal live, 
And his ofEeuces first forgive ! 



Pursue him not wkh cruel hate, 
Nor mercy deign to show. 
For failings which poor man beset, 
And on his nature grow ! 

Oh ! were our God as strict to mark 
Iniquities as we— 

AV here could th' offending mortal stand. 
From retribution flee ? 

la vain his anxious, dreadful call. 
That mountains on his head might fall, 
To hide him from his piercing view, 
Who looks the heart— cbsatxoh thro^ - 
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I9 there no balm in Gileai. 

Stay, raovmev, tell tte, wiiy tfaote eoflMtaot tear^ 
Why shakes thy breaii with snch alanniog feart ; 
Why o^er thy bead fiiicb nrigbty sorrows roll. 
And plunge in grieC, o'erwheloiing, all thy sovl I 

Can there no Bil« in GiiiiCAD be found — 
To heal thy broken heart, bind up thy ntnind ; 
O'er thy wan cheek healtln^ blooming roses spread. 
And save thee from tb' unknown, forgotten dead !. 

Oh ! kind enquirer, little dost thoa know, 
How sunk within my breast the depths of woe ; 
How long, how oft this- SovxafiiGic good IVe aosghi 
On T BIS to build my ibodest hopes have tbo'i ! 

Ah ! T perceive that six is thy disease, 
'1 18 TH IS unholy which disturbs thy peace ; 
HoliPst thee, each day, and every passing hoar» 
A sad, unhappy victim to its power. 

Cease, mourner, cease thy unavailing plaint^ 
Go, seek aright, nor let thy purpose (aiut ; 
Hope shall return, and with it rest to thee. 
For thou Shalt find this soTmnBiGM »EiisnT ! 

ITie GBB4T fhtsiciah this to thee shall give. 
And bid thee go, AHOSiif ho Momi, and lxtb ; 
While o^er thy kobai. fbamb it wilt ei:teBd, 
And all thy sorrowi— and tbj pains shall end! 




rosTic BFVUSioirVp 1.39 

Behold the eye of the Lord is upon them 
Aatfear him-^hat trust in his mercy. 

Why, oft oar Boarafal plaintf arife. 

Ah ! who will ihew os aay good; 
Vfhmt (hail nyoioe our achuig ayes. 

And give oar soulf so bstabtial vooo P-*^ 

We try the world, and caopot find 

Ought but a dread vaeoity ; 
Still feels unsatisfied the mind. 

And hope has no security I 

There's nought Im^ doahtt and cruel fisMi^ 

Perplexing evuly path we tread ; 
While down our cheeks roll bitter teara, 

And sorrows bow the weary head ! 

Ah ! where oo earth ihall we repose. 
How gain the knowledge of oorpeaiee; 

Oh I what our bleeding wounds shall clow. 
Make all our painful strivings cease ! 



Behold ! on thaai who fear the Lord, 
His eye iu love and mercy shioet ; 

They ever trust his gracious word. 
Which speaks a paidoo lor their sins I 

Then cease, O, cease eurBoaraiiil eriea^ 
Ah ! who wUI shew ua aoy good ; 

Or, what shall bless our aching eyes. 
Or, give (Hur aoulf bubstabtiai. vood I 
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14d YOETrC EFPCB10N». 

Why art tlou aad, O, my 9onlj and irA y 
art thou disquieted within me f 



Whence, whence thow fiears that shake my breaft«, 
Whence my unhappiness ;: 
Am I of every joy l»creft, 
Is there for me no peace ? 

Am T, poor wretcheil mortal, given 

The sport of every blast ; 
By pauion's tempest tost and driveut 

And find no hold that's faH f-* 

Is not on me the pitying eye, 

Ofheaven ever turnM; 
And must I miserable die, 

By every comfort spumM ? 

Shut out fVom all ny heart holds dear, 

A prey to constant grief, 
Xn silence drops the burning tear^ 

And anguishes relief I 

The day doth mark my wearied lift^ 

The night fills up the same ; 
O, when shall end thi» dreadful strife, 

And misery ceiise its claim ! 



W 
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Whence* whence thoie fears that ahakt my hreasl^ 

Wbunce my anhaT»)[>inesf ; 
Am I of every joy bereft. 

Is there for me no peace f-^ 

O God, tboQ know'st I would do right, 

And that I strive to do ;— - 
Then, why should darkness shroud my si^t. 

And cruel doubts pursue ? 

CTome, O, my soul, let's now commane,-^ 

Ts there no wrong; within ? 
Yes; Uis thy lusts that weigh thee down, 

DefilM and sunk in sin ! 

Then give, O, God, in mercy giva 

To me a heart that^s clean ; 
So shall X to thy glory live. 

While on thy grace I lean ! 

Then^ shall I taate that happiness. 

Which long I've sought in vain; 
And all thy blessings ever blesf^ 

And pnace with me r«Mn,B 
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A FARAFURASE. 



Ab ! could we pierce tbe darkness of the tomb,. 

Raise the mysterious curtain of tbe grave. 

We should be lost in- dreads in mute astouisbment, 

'P behold what those are now — amazing change, 

"Who once were clothed with mortality ! 

How should we start, while fearful awe would mingle 

With our grief, to see how low, debased. 

Within the regions of the dead, our rutn*d 

INature lies !— to vile corruption joined ! — 

Here is the sweet and winning countenance^. 

That once wa» grac'd with such attractive smiles i 

And now doth grin a ghastly naked skull ! 

Here too, the eye, that once outshone tbe diamond^a 

Glittering ray, as ronnd.the heart its lovely 

Lightnings play'd ; — alab I where is it no\v,—r 

Where shall the rolling sparUe now be (bund? 

All, all these beaming glories are eclipsM I 

Here, too, the tongue, that once in such harmonious^ 

Accents flowM. hath now, in this strange land, 

Its cunningnes^ forgot! 

Where now those strains of sweetest melody, 

That once did fall upon th' enraptar'd eiur, 

And move delight f 

Where that persuasive flow, which cojild gur reasoD 

Almost lead astray, and chain the mind ?— • 

Where, where the charms ofjanguage and of soo^ ?--e 

All, «iU i still I-- ^^ . 
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Ife tenantfl of the grave, what is the world 
To you^-its pomps, its pleasures, vanities I 
Who, in your beds of dOst, are Ifwiftly Ddould^ring 
Into native clay-^^-and dwell with worms ! 
What isH to yoo, who«e brows were circPd once, 
With all the splendors of the diadem ; — 
As menial thousands trembPd at your nod ? 
Or what to you who sought the miser's store; 
And built your hopes of happiness thereon f 
Honor and wealth no longer your pursuit, 
And pleasures woo, and l^auty shines in vain ! 
For death 'has shot his «ure unerring dart, 
ITour race is run, and time's to y uu no more ^ 



He who is forgiven miick^ will tovi^ 

much. 

Wh^n he, w^o sank in d^ops of sin, 

Shall feel how great his woe. 
And penitenCife his pardon seaU, 

Theu'greater love shall know : 
More warm his zeal, more pare hispMilsSj^ 

For riches of redeeming grace ! 
Nor shall he more run folly's course, 

Bnt follow things of peace ; 
E'er thank his bonntoous God, who twA 

Away his wretchednettkl- 
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The ways of Goi are not a$ Mat?$ 

ways. 

TeVe beard the thunder's nighty craih^ 
As tho' creation would in ruins fall ; 
And seen the forky lightnings hurl their rag» 
On some tall oak^s majestic, towering head X 

TeVe heard the whirlwinds^ dreadful bowl, 
"When d.^eolatioD mark'd its awful course; 
Seen on its wings black storms and tempests ride. 
In gloomy pomp of elemental war I 

And, too, the billowy ocean pile 
Its mountainous waves on waves, that lash'd the skies ; 
Whilst some pour mariner, with fear aghast. 
Beholds destruction in the gulph below i 

Thb WATS OF God abe rot as m ar^s; 
Be speaks— and nature trembles at his voice ; 
The storms and tempest go at his command, 
And minislering angels wait upon bis throne I 

Then, O, vain, boasting roan ! 

From these thin^f learn bow poor and weak thou art, 
That, all thy 8trer.u;th is but of power the shado ;-^ 
And bow thee down before th' Ai/Migbtz Obb ! 




MfeTte SttOBIQRit 14A 



LOl WINTER GOMES. 

^ Lb! wiNTBE comes with all his northern gl6om 
Of clouds and storms to rule the changeful year} 
fiis coldf pals hand withering creations blootti,— 
And desolation marks his stern career ! 

Kow o^er the hills he sweeps with howling ragt, 
Icicles depending from his hoary brow ; 

And on his steps attends his blustering page-* 
Rude Boreas, who whirls in eddying snow ! 

Sttmmer his chilling frosty breath has fled, 
The babbling streams are bound with icy chaia { 

The feathered chotisters are mute with dread » 
And cheerfulness depart! thfi white robM plain! 

Lo,. winter comes ! and now ye happy few, 

"Who sharing heaveo^fi innumerous gifts, do taft#» 

Of life, its comforts, hear when th' needy sue, 
Mor let your souls be too a wintery waste I 

Think of your social hearths, and smiling homes, 
, Where peace descends with every blessing dear| 
Tben should imploring want for mercy come, 

Restrain ye not the noble pitying ^tear ! 
While Cbakitt, with her own deeds repaid, 

tShall grant to penury and distresi her aid \ 



\ 
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Both Small and Great are There. 



GO yoath, who now rejoiceth in tby bloom, 
Drii'w back the awful curtain of the tomb, 
Behold ! what ghastly forms of death appear;— 
Reflect I both small and great are mould'rhig iheit 

Go too, ye gay, so prodigal of life, 
Who in the midst of waotoo pleasures rife; 
Doth not the scene now check thy fond career? 
Reflect I both small and great are meuld'riog thert I 

Go ye, whom thousand smiling hopes inspire. 
Whose bosoms glow with many a new desire ; 
Soon will the giave their emptiness declare I 
Reflect ! both small and great are mouldering there I 

Go ye, whom wild ambition leads astray; 
Who would immortalize your little day ; 
Sun^in the grave your Wf^rks will disappear, 
Reflect ! both small and great are mouldering ther« ! 




POKTie EFFUBIOMB. 14^ 



COM.B, LET US BOW. 



Come, 6 1 08 boW, with pioas awe, 
Before th' Almighty's throne,— 
And hambly sue for pardoaiDg love, 
As we our vileness own ! 
8o shall our labooring souls be frM^ 
From bonds of sore iniquity ! 

God loves the heart that gladly seeki 

The knowledge of his ways ; 
^ears ail itii moan^, aad soothes its palof 
With healings of his grace ! — 
O, hence — what joys inspire the hreasfj^ 
And make us, weary pilgrims blest I 

If ow, swell the nnmbers of oar praise, 

To him who reiga<( on high ; 
For, tu the mourning penitent. 
His peace is ever nigh !— 
Pior death, nor hell, with all their dread, 
C^sn terrors romid the CHBiniAjr wprmHil 
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BENEATH THE SUN. 

My days have few and evil been—* 

^TSvaf thus the Patriarch said ; 
ConceivM in sorrow, and in tin, 

By folliet oft betray'd I 

Pre witnessed |I1 beneath the son. 

How transitory, vain ; 
There^s nothing new, as years roll on, 

Tq ebeer the sons of men ! 

For good unknown the heaK e^er panti,( 

Disturb'd with fresh desires ; 
Nor things of sense can still its wanti^ 

JSor quencih its restless fires ! 

like raging seas of passioni risa^ 

And toss OS too and fro ; 
While our poor barque of frailties, 

Can scarce support oar woe ! 

Then when shall hope her anchor rest* 

And fix the driven mind ; 
And wei^h the troubles of the breast* 

And peaceful haven find? 

Behold'st that sweet resplendent form, 

With glory circl'd round ; 
6he points beyond the wrathful storm 

Where rest can sure be found I 
RiELiGiosi is the heavenly maid, 

With TAi^Tii ftod Law, «Hd ?«ia<;i arniyMt 
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FAITH IS THE SOUL OF. 

t 

Faith is the toal of Christian LovBy 

That precious boon of God, 
Which saiicU6es our virtues here. 

And sheds their grace abroad. 

Tis THIS sHpportv the coDtrite hearty . 

When moral guilt alarms ; 
fTis THIS which triumphs over Bio« 

And death of stiogs disarm* i 

• 

Faith is the soul of Chbistiah Loy^, 

Our better hopes iustains— 
And opes the portals of the sky. 

Where God, the Saviour, ceigwf 
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i 



IT IS 1, BE NOT AFRAID. 



Hark ! — the soothifig strain ! 

The HOLT GOSPEL sounds ; 
Struck from the chords of love divtoe^ 

In beauty, grace abounds ! 

Bark ! — ^the sriothing strain ! 

How sweet it strikes the ear ; 
Tis wilder than cberubic song, 

I>ispelling every fear ! 

Hark,;— the soothing strain ! 

When numerous ills arise, 
JLnd press upon the trembling heart, 

This saving strength supplies ! 

Hark !— the soothing strain J 
How sweet it strikes the ear; 

'Tis milder than cherubic song, 
Dispelling every fear; 
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COME AWAY, MY LOVE. 



Come away, my love, 

And shun the noisy crowd ; 
True pleasure never blossoraM there, 

Nor yet affection paid what it had vowM [ 

Come away, my love, 

Heed not the senseless praise, 
'Wbi«h foplings pay to woman dear. 

And on her charms do bat unworthy gaze } 

Xorae away, my love, 

And to ms bosom flee, 
Who hates the world's vain giddy scenes, 

And would forever fondly live for thee I 
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TO A SLANDERER, 

ATBiint, thou fiend! 
Nor hither bend 
Thy dark mischievoas way ! 
Black, as th* infernal gulph, thy mia4 
Where damned spirits ate confined. 
And ne'er for mercy pray I 

To thee most dear, 
FainM virtue^s tear ! 
All evil p^lads thine eyes ! 
Thy sweetest music is the groaa 
Of some poor wretch, by thee undone^ 
Who sinks beneath thy lies ! 

Thou can'st not sleep, 
*Til« ethers weep, 
O^er virtuous oaiae destroy^ I 
This to thy soul is maddening bliss— 
The food of all thy happiness, 

Than life more prix'd, enjoy M t 

Avaunt, thou fiend t 
Nor hither bend 
Thy dark mischievous vray S 
Destruction tips thy slanderous too^ney 
And poisons from thy heart ar? wnin|^^ 
Accursed on^, away I 
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WHO WHEN. 

• 

Who, when the brqw isfurrow^l o'er with care>, 
And weary lhe*t keeps painful vigils there. 
Can save the heart thus sinking to despair — 

A Wife ! 

Who, in ihc hours of sicknesses and jiains. 
The drooping bead with constant love sustains, 
And mid the mournful scene stiii firm remains— 

A WiFis ! 

Whose is that sweet and hope-inspiring smile, 
That can misfortune of its stings beguile. 
And mitigate the sharpest woe the while-*i> 

A Wipe's! 

Who, when the bosom is illura'd with peace, 
•And dearest thoHs our contemplations bless, 
Bixults to see the reign of h'ippiness — 

AWifb! 

Whose converse dear, to social life gives sest. 
Improves the mimi, I'eHnes the rc^ugbcst breast, 
Still to our faults is kind, with love imprest — 

A WlFB^B ! 

Who^e tender voice can sooth the pang of death, 
And almost too arrest the fleeting breath, 
O'er the dread moment steals like song of faith !. 

A Wife's I 

f 

4' 
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PARODISIAICAL. 



To laugh, ornot tn laugh — (haC^t the quenfion f 

'Whether'tis irtjer, with couatenance son'owful 

And sad, to run the risque of frigbteaio^ all 

You meet ; or oow' and then u itb a /m / ha ! 

The burthenM heart to ease, when sore oppressM 

By ail the numerous ills that flesh is heir to ! 

HiU to laugh'— 4o shake off iht forbidding ghomr^^ 

This dreadful heritage of c( re, that oft 

I>oth press upon us —ah ! there* s tht rub ! 

And to encounter needing all our energies I 

True^ ^tit a state devoutly to be vnsh'^d ; — 

Hut then to /aug/i-**when the poor heart is sad» 

[And this may be the casej is mockery 

Of woe ! — and hence what good will come ^— 

^Tis worthy pause /— 

Jiert^s the respect — that eft doth make oor laughing^. 

Idle — ram/— out-stepping all propriety ! — 

A despite to our feelings ! for who can bear 

The frequent bursts of merrioient, struck 

To the harmony of ka! hat ha^sl when hisowa aoii] 

Is fiird with thousand griefs, and sicklied o*er 

With a drear cast of thoH ?— Hwould ill agree ;— 

As strings discordant to each other ne^er 

Respond : — Say is is then befitting to attempt 
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%a/ tearee within is felt? — hence to succeed 
dan^rous chance ; and should be doubly weighed ! 
Bply it might end welt — and ha! hal haUI 
>}»ht up a smile on visage pale and wan! 
ut such n dread uncertainty is there, 
ndeavors f^'en might lose the very name, 
nd all he lost in the extremity! 



CAN LOVK. 



Can love onee faded bloom ag^io. 
And catch the bosom^s sigh ; 

^Gain freshened, on the heart femain, 
And fill the beaming eye 2 

No ! faded once, Uis ever genet 
Like sweet and lovely flower; 

Or, J ike the turtle^s tender moanr, 
Just haard at evening hour ! 



1 



156 POETIC trj'usroNS. 



friendship: 



I'Vicndshlp ! whom bards In golden days have sUogi 
And to id of all thy joys as wrapt, divine ; 
Where now on earth hast thou thy fair abode^ 
Secure from sordid interest and strife ? 

I sought thee once with love an fervid, pure» 
As eVr did glow within a virgin^s breast; 
And in a moment of extatic view, 
Thought I had caught a glimpse of thy dear form \ 

Ah ! Hwas a spirit visioned in light, 
But dark and fearful, treacherous did it prove; 
That mockM the miseries of my trusting hear U 
And grinnM a smile of horrible import! 

'Twas sELv, in shape of thee, who base aMunies 
Thy love-wrought robe of tenderest sympathies | 
Gains fir^t the yearnings of the feeling soul. 
Then to its meanness immolates its worth : 

Friendship ! where virtue has no genial home 
Thou can^st not live; and men are wieked — vilel 
Then, here on earth hast thou thy fair abo4ef 
2^0 ; Heaven can only be thy dwellieg place ' 
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NOVEL READING. 

ZiftW !— said Miss Pert, I'm fond of novels' reading— 
Tbey tell such pretty stories 'bout poor lovers ; 

How t' indulge the sacred Bame tbat*s burning, 
While on the lips the heart delighted hovers ! 

l^ey'll hie away to lonely, bweet retreat. 

Lest some stern parent should their loves quite chasten } 
^en, O, whattbriiliHg raptures do tbey feel, 

As to each otberb' arms they fondly hasten ! 

-And how, at length, they run away, get married, 
With all the charming things that 'wait such doing) 

Then, how on wings of blisses fled the hours— 
Delicious hours of biiling^ and of eoorng t 

Next, — bow the old and foolish, angry parent 
Threatens no more to see his trt5er daughter ; 

Swears to disown her— give her not a penny ;— 
Enough! enougVI to make one die with laughter! 

For, I do seofB all rules of woi hHy prudenee :— 
O, Lud ! at their vile stuff I'm really shocked ; 

Who'd cure for paltry gold in those sweet cases. 
Where Vbncb' DOTKsmobt lovingly are yoked t 

^hus talk'd Misa Pert, dmr^ wnikneiidai ertature, 
Witliout oMe (eeliDg e'er !• nature true ; 

Aftd sickeuM with the trcuores of her Donsenie, 
1 left her rctiliog— -WaiiTBB't SoEiMVt THiie'. 
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A BURLESQUE. 

Forth from the chambers of the east, 

Aurora, harbuiger of day. 
With pearly rays adom'^d the west, 
Aad brusb'd the duskied shadM away : 
While thus aoon, 
Awoke the dawn, 
In smiles upon the velvet lawo. 

The morn was sweet ; his early song 

The lark was pouring from his throat ; 
Sweet harmony ! the groves, among; 
Responsive caught the cheering note : 
Instinctive praise, 
In warbling lays, 
That animate creation pays I 

Old Time, in rapture, ceasM his wing. 

And stoppM to view the lovely scene i 
Whose beaiuty smiPd eternal spring-* 
All nature looked so serene : 
A blissful hour ! 
Some holy power 
Around its blessings seem'd to pour^! 

Jdut rise, my Muse, too long delayM, 
A nobler flight to thee belongf i 

Of Sylvia tf ng, angelic maid, 
W^o fired the raptured poet^fl fongs^ 
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More wonderouB fair 
Does she appear, 
Than all those morning glories were $ 

• 

Her lovejy eyes of witchmg blue ; 

Her mouth where nameless graces dwell ^ 
That bosom — ah! who dares to view 
Its soft and gently rising swell : 
Love of the swains. 
Pride of the plains, 
(She^s just stepp'd out — to feed th$ htns I 



PERRY'S VICTORYp 



See them meeting, 

i^eadfol greeting. 
And for carnage fieree prepare,-— 
[The Bagle ftnd the Lion there] 
Now, the cMHKHi's awfnl roar, 
Ruto along th^ affrighted shore i 
Hear ! Um grosnt of wovnded, dyings 
See ! the scatterM foe are flying 1 
While the eoos of freedom cry— 
VicT^axJ— O I VicToaTi 
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YE FOOLS AND ASS|£S. 

Out !"— out ! — ye fools and asia, 
Bfed up in college clasfles; 
YeVe gotten all you know by rote, 
And vilely 8in«; another's note ! 
Away ! — nor plague me with your stuff; 
I hate your dullness, go! enough ! 
J hate what eVp ye do adraire, 
Vi^kQ have no spark of a atu&k's fiab! 

And, dare ye, blockheads, claim 
With genius kindred name ; 
And in your wisdom, e^er presume 
The world of science to illume ; 
Pronounce what^s right in this or thai^ 
Or wrong, abiding your fiat ?-— 
Go ! — go ! — 1 say, no more aspire, 
Who have no spark of n ATURi^sFiRBi 

Go, meddling, pestering fools, 
Tied down to musty rules; 
Tell, if ^e can, th^t two U iuH^-^ 
The most ye surely well can do ; 
And haply, then^with gold in pnrie, 
On sons of merit pour your cam ! 
Begone ! — no more my patience tire, 
Who have no ipark of VATVWi'K yibs! 
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Away ! ye servile race, 
To those of worth give place ; 
iTake counsel once*-go ! hide yonr beaU»-* 
^ Where sweet oblivion casts ber sbades ! 
There both yourselves, and deeds forgot, 
No more shall damn the world X wot ! 
Avaunt !— ye dunces, quick retire i 
Who have no spark of h^tvbb's fieb^ 



BLESS, GBA6I0US GOSf. 

BIes», gracious God, our Christian Labb^ 

With all thy favors still $ 
Here may the praises loud resound, 

As once on Zion^s Hill ! 
For happy shall the nation» be, 
Who bow th' adoring heart to thee I 

Their tons shall be, like walls of fire, 
'1 heir country^! guard to prove ; 

Their daughters, too,^ shall beauteous shUi^ 
Id every grace of love I 

While Dum'rons hlefsings firon on high 

Their peaceful hornet shall lanctify I 



H* 
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A YOUNG PHYSICIAN. 



A young Physician, 
Just fleclg^il from Esculapian college, 
With head brim full of knowledge, 
Was journeying round with all his heading fltov^. 
Of Boluses and Pills, a few score ; 

Most heartily wishing. 
That he might find some place. 
Where, with skill and grace. 
He honestly could get a iiving,^- 
And be in way of what the world calls thriving 
And so it chancM, as on his journey g»iog, 

Not knowing, 
How, In propia per. to introduce himself 
He met a witty elf. 
And told him bis sore quere ! 
Pooh ! pooh ! said he, don't fear ye ! 

Where'er ye go, 
To let the people know 
Your great and dread vocation ! 
Be sure to take your station, 

Where ducks are plenty. 
And I will bet you -odds to twenty. 
They soon will ascertain the world your fmoci^. 
By always cryin|^—avACK ! avACiL; avACSl 
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Of ye Generation of Vipers^ vfto hath 
learned ye tofiee from the wrjath to 
eome? 



Do then yotir giiitty fears alarm yonr 8oal9» 

Shake you with sore dismay ! — cannot the world 

£kuti)iii t)^ voice of all your crying f^ins, 

And give jom rest ; but conscieoee, like a ghost 

Pertiirb^fli^iiHist still your footsteps haunt, and bodjl^ 

Things. horrible and strange i 'tis well I say : 

Sut who, ye vip'rous. on regenerate race, 

Te hypocrites accurs'dl hath warned you 

To> flee frQni.the dread wrath to coiue ! behold t 

Hew vile ye are ! and think net thus on heaven 

Sy art» deceptive to impose 1 first bring 

Y% ibrtbthe fraitsfor blest repentance meet! 

Then shall ye live — then shall your troubling stiit 

Bie truly blotted out, and peace, so much 

Besir'd, descend with healings on her wLii|^! 
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LINES, 

Suggested en beholding the Tomh of§M 
unfortunate Toung Lady. 

Sleep oBf Malvina ! thy gentle spirit now. 

Is freed from this worhl's vanities and liei; 
Thy virtues were too brilliant here to shinef 

And soon thou fledest to thy kindred skiMS 

Who would have thot^ a heart m j pure at tbiae-*" 
go grac'd with a!) that renders mortal dear« 

G>u1d else than bless thee with sincerest frieadf 
Who would have prizM thine every smite or tMuri 

But so It was — a bitter foe pursaM, 

Who wrung thy heart with many a painful iig1|^ 
And seemM like howling spirits of the duin'd| 

To feel no joy but in thine agony. 

Full well he knew thy virtuons soul disdain^df 

The specious libertine with all his art ; 
And thrn, because he could not win thy lov^e. 

He hurPd at thee dread slander^s venomous dartl 

Sleep on, Malvina! thy gentle spirit naw 
Is freed from this world^s vanities and liei ; 

And when th' ArchangePs trump shall bunt tkt tomfeb 
Thou in immortal glories ihait arl^t 
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Tet, IOTBX.T KOflB ! I^ keep thee stilly 
Tbo' all thy glory bood ihal) fade ; 

Thon'lt mind me what thou ooce hast been, 
To thet what honor once was paid ! 

When fair, thonMst canght his gmeious ey^ 
Who rules ColoQibia's favorM land I 

Immortal now shall be thy fame, 
Sinee held isPBmiNiiiTiAX. rahdJ^ 
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Can^8t thou Love me^ my Fourt 



Caa'st thou love roe, ny fair, 

Now the rose on my cheek is all (Sided $ 
And the cold hand of time has frosted my haiti - 

And the beauty of youth is all shaded ?-* 

Can'^st thou love me, my fair, 

And love me as fondly as ever ? 
O, come to my bosom ibeu, while I declare*—' 

My heart shall be thine, love, forever! 

For, surely, my fair, 

rho' the rose on toy cheek is all faded, 
And the cold hand of time has frosted my hair^ 

llie grace tf the heart time never yet tbaded 1^ 
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It ia not good that Man should he alone. 



flThen o'er dark cbaos awful roov'd 

llie GRB4T, OMNIFIC WORD; 

And man a Hviag soul became, 
Was made creation's Lord I 

And blooming Eden teemed for bim^ 

With nature*s sweetest grace, 
He looked aronnd, — bat still sighed 

For further happiness ! 

Again went forth tb^ Almighty's word, 

Creative from his throne, 
Declaring, sure it is not good, 

That man should be alone ! 

Then, from his plastic hands strait camt 

A being heavenly fair; 
Whose voice was lots, whose smile was 'QTv 

In charms beyond compare ! 

And WoMAV— was this being oaird^! 
Companion, friend of man ! 
"^trhe last, the fairest, brightest work. 
%i nature^s wonderons plan I 
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CANST THOU FORGET. 



Canst thou forget, my betuteoas fair^ 

The sacred vows that we have plighted ; 
Would^st thou extinguish then the flame, 
. Which at the shrine of love was lighted^ 

Say, is thy heart lo wholly lost 

To every tenderer, noble feeling. 
As boast thy triumph over him, 

Whese tho't toward thee are ever stealing N* 

Full well thon know*st, ray beauteous fair, 

I told thee all my love sincerely ; 
And that each happy hour V ve passM, 

Was pass'd with thee so bright, so dearly l 

O, then thou canst not e'er forget 
The sacred vows that we have plighted ; 

Or, would^st extinguish then the flame. 
Which at the shnne of love was lighted! 
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O, WHERE IS MY PEACE. 



O, where is my peace— 

Which has fled at mj cares and my sighing; 
Aad will it revisit again, 

The poor bosom that sorrow is trying f 

O, where is my peace-^ 

Which has fled as a dove to the monntain, 
'When the storms and the tempest loud roar, 

And the waters break up their deep fbontaiB I 



O, where is my peace-— 

Shall i see the sir bet dots, then, no more, 
Which has fled at the pitilesi storm, 

That round its dread fury does pour ! 

O, where is my peac»— 

That has fled at my cares and my sighing ? 
O, may it revisit, again, 

The poor bosom that sorrow is trying ! 
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TO THE GIBL OF MY HEART 

Comef bless me with thyself, 

I seek not sordid pelf; 

Thyself art richer far 

Than thoupand rabies are ! 
My bofiom glows with purest love, 
My passion, dear one, then approve ! 

*Tis net thy person's channt. 

That raise such fond alarms : 

1 by sweet and speaking eye, 

Inhere nestling cupids lie ! 
Jio ! 'tis the beauty of thy sool. 
Which throws such lustre o^er tb« whole I 

Thy rich and lovely mind, 

HVith virtue fair ensbrin'd ; 

'Which can both nature, art adont, 

And charm the social hour! 
These are the xiches I admire, 
Which give thee all my souPs desirefl. 

But dearer than they all 

Thy noble heart I call ; 

Hence, purest feelings tell 

Thy gentle bosom's swell ! 
All these do make thee richer far 
Than thousand sparkling rubies art i 
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SONG. 



THEN YE CAN TELL. 

Save ye not beard the moaniog wind, 
Wbeu paMing thro' a leafleM grove | 

Then ye can tell how feels the heart, 
Hiat sighs to meet its only love 1 

Bm ye not heard a plaintive strain. 
Almost might angel spirits move ; 

Then ye ean tell how feels the heart. 
That sighs to meet its only love ! 

Have ye not heard^ at evening tl«le, 
. The plainingsof the lonely dovb; 
Then ye can tell how feels the heart. 
That sigbs to meet its only love ! 
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AND WHAT IS HAPPINESS. 



And what is happiD«8S, 

That mortals struggle oft so hard to gain ; 
And fill their souls with weariness, 

And from the point stiJl distant as al first renNtin f 

Is it a thing of sense, 

SAadeup of thousand wild indulgencies ? 
Sure there is nought from faence; 

That can unto the sad and restless heart give 9mm I 

Pst the absence of pain. 

When rankling cares nor ills disturb the hiidi|; 
Or, does it bloom in pleasure's train, *, 

Which promises so fair to make its votariMlAest ? 

Is it of learning's store, 

And found where science sheds her splendid light ; 
Or, in the busy, lonely hour, 

Or, reveries by day, and airy dreams by night P— 

This is not nkvpiyjrss 

Which blessed smiles o^er lifers drear, tronbrd leene ; 
'Tis DUTY DOKE-^all must confess, * 

And may be truly calPd— a cokscibhcb oai^m 

SEEmiTB ! 
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TELL ME, ZEPHYR. 

Tell me, Zephyr, on thy wing. 

What's that little trembling thing, 

Which 80 beauteous appears. 

Like a pearly gem of tears ? 

Should my guesses rightly prove. 

It must be the CBiLo ov lote ! 

Hush ! I'll tell the verily, 

It is—it is DBAR t^oiiam's siqh; 

And thy guesses rightly prove, 

That it is the CBiiiO of lots ! 

And, whither dost thou t»ear it thM, 

Will ail its loveliness remain, 

Ever, ever bright and fair. 

As if heaven smiling there ?— 

I do bear it would'st thou know» 

All in fondness to bestow, 

On him, who pledgM swbbt st.lbn's tow! 

Ah ! much £ fear while thou dost fly. 

It will laoguish, droop and die I 

So fragUe seems its tender form, 

Sure it canU brave the slightest storm I 

Yes, yes ! affection gave it birth, 

Tis immortal tbo' of earth; 

And tho' fragile seems its form. 

It can brave the greatest storm ! 

And on his heart I'll see it laid, 

Who pledg'd to love the charaiing maid, 

To mind l)im that his vow be paid ! 

o* 
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RELIGION. 



Blessed spirit ! bright deseending 
Fi-.)rD the realms of light and iove; 

O^erlhe heart thy reigo extendiog, 
Darkling fears and doabts remove ! 

Thou, poor man's best eoBSolatioo, 
All on earth can comfort give; 

For thy theme is bis sklvation— 
Teaching btm to hope and live ! 

Sorrow fleeth at thy coming. 
As thy graces mild ex)tand : 

Joys *»t*T'ml round thee Mooming; 
Flowing from thy genial iiand I 

Thou, who ^id'st orir sonis to heaven, 
Crown'st with blessings all our dayt ; 

IThile we feel our sins forgiven, 
O, direct us how to prai9i»t 



"^ 



SHIDSSZ. 



m% Like 

Come, let OS biiK! 

The Tear of Onititade - 

O, Touch once More 

Conundrum 

Apostrophe to Miiude 

Cow per 

Ye ielfigh Fooi» • 

Bteftt is the Man 

To ^•im Who - 

•Wlien Fullojn High 

Dr. Johnson • 

For haii't^t Ihoa Bkore or let» 

Hope 

1 here is a iax»ire> 

Then, ah? t!»0 8'i rely . • 
A "'iiUher'a Tear 
Line* . • - 

f)on^ • 

C^uBdraoi 
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Tho Fudoni - 
Have like a Shadnw 
So Fade Uii> World 
Dmi thoiiatill leeli 
To Woman 
Tieioiis of Y«uth - 

Anil dareit tbou yet 4e*(>lw 

Like DavU • 

Fniw ye the Lord 

Bow »y y« - 

Who Kck to know - 

Behold 

Aa old acquaiatMiM 

Addiwa < 

Temperance 



To Honor 

Bewini - 

I will love thee 

Tell me - 

Song 

Tbe Smile of GladnsH 

Vtj tears have brea 

Awake ye hlotbrul 

Bnt mack tbe Race of Han 

Not n.any wiie men afiar thi Flaih 

To Peaee 

Him, who In tbe houn of jieaca 

To a Laily, wbo wore a Sagger 

I hste the Wretch - 

When Gnl I law 

Canaiidruoi ^ 
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To Miss — 

Barns 

Man's only Hope 

To a Lady, &c. 

Stenie 

fee'^st thoo that 3lan 

Praise the Lorti 

Intemperance 

A Hit, &c. 

O, Ray 

Jifoesto — - 

A flint - 

If sweeter far - 

Anna's Tear 

T6 Maria 

A Travesty Song 

B|iigramatic - 

A Scene 

Hypocrisy 

Velocipede " / 

To Miss . *- 

Tho Miser 

Go, &c - • 

IVheo Reason, Scripture 

Addressed to Mr. — — - - 

A brighter Region 

The Bible 

Xiiaes 

Conand^m 

Slaee, from my eoemiet 

Tina cease - * 

An Amulet 

Adversity • 

Charity - * 

There is a LightS^T* *- 

JAmn on Mr. M, •. 
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' ^one my 



ji 



it * 



\ 
« 
1 1 



•• ^ 






111 



tfi 

ih. 
H 
58 

ib. 
54 
55 
ib. 
56 
51 
58 
59 
€0 
ib. 

ei 

6ft 
68 

64 
€5 
66 
6T 
ib. 
68 
ib. 
69 
7D 
Tl 
IS 
ib. 
78 
74 
76 
77 



8D 

ai 



178 



IRDEX^ 



To Ophelia 

Hast thou not 

Tbe Sigh 

What Love is like 

Cupid 

To Manaah 

Song, in manner of the Scotch 

Who would not . 

What strain is that 

Omne Kadem 

To the Rote 

Melancholy 

Come, Gentle Peace • 

A Fable 

Lines on Imprisonment for I>Bbt 

Vve seen the Kose 

Conundrnm . • 

Fashionable Honor 

The Tear 

Thus shall the Christian ever sing 

Teach me, O God 

The Gospel Preacher 

Faith gives us to thine arms 

O, thou • • «. 

Whoever thou art 

Hast thou not spoken 

Anthem, Praise ye the Lord 

€x>me, Religion - • 

The brightest Hope^ 

There is a Joy 

To Woman « 

Melancholy 

Me Reminisce, Q, Cara Amice 

Conundrum • 

To Mrs. 

Song, in manner of the Scotch 
Res lllas Amo • • 

Th0 Mother 




5^* 



tflftR. 



170 



To HeaHb 
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There is a Charm 
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Itl 


A Fable 
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Preams • ^. 
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And what n Beauty 
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IMLisfortune 
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"So thy Life shaH fairer shine 
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Of Enemies 
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liines a«klrP88ed to a celebrated Preacher 


IfT 


The Pharisee's Prayer 
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The Publican's Prayer 
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Virtue 
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Vice . 
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The Drunkard 
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{Address to Gold 




151 


The Glass . 
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Pride 
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"Wot Ye Not 
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To a Seducer 
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Of Forgiveness 
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If there no Balm in Gilead 
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Why, oft our mournful plaints arise 
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Whence, whence those fears 




14* 


A Paraphrase 
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When he, who sank in deeps of Shi 
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The ways of God are not as Man's ^ 


irays . 


lU 


IiO, Winter Comes 
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Both Small and Great are there 
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Come, let us Bow 
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B«;neath the Sun 
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Faith is the soul of Chriitian Lov* 
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It is I, be not afraid . 
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Come awav. my Love 

To a Slanderer ; • 
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15S 


Who. when 
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Pafodisiacal 
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Can \ 'Ove 0D«e faded bloom agam 
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Friendship . 
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Novel Beading . ^ . 

A Burlesqe 4 . . 

Pcirry'i Victory - ... 

Ye Foolt and Assef 

BtaM, Qracioiu God . . • 

A TooDg Physician 

O, ye generation of Tipers, kc. ^ 

Lines - - - - 

Yes, lovely Rose 

Can'st thou love tliee, my Fair 

It is not good that Man should be alone 

Can^ft thou forget 

O, where is my Peace 

To the Girl of my Heart 

Song 

And what is Happiness 

Tell me. Zephyr 

Religion ..... 
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